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THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET.

CHAPTER 1

“THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET’ RECEIVES A NEW
TENANT,

THE manner in which this chapter has taken the liberty
of introducing itself conveys four self-evident facts to
thereader’s mind : First, that there is question of a house;
second, that this house is situated on a street; third, that
there is question, again, of a city, town, or village; and
fourth, that this house so situated on a street,in a city,
town, or village, contains already at least one tenant.
These propositions being established beyond cavil, it be-
comes the province of this historian to say—commencing,
as is proper, with the locality—that the town wherein the
events hereinafter set forth find their field of action is
known as Alderley and is situated in England, not many
miles from London, but sufficiently distant to be entirely
removed from the noise and bustle of that city by day, and
yet not far enough to be out of sight of the lurid glare in
the heavens that betokens its presence after dark. Having,
as it were, attained to the consummation of this knowledge,
and baving, further, so far taken advantage of the reader’s
good-nature as to have cajoled him or her into the town,
he will accompany him or her, permission being granted,
along Balfour-street, until together they stand, in the dusk
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of a misty October night, before the house which forms the
first fact involved in this chapter’s title.

The house is one that has seen its best days. It belongs
to a style of architecture which went out of fashion years
and years ago, and it needs but a single glance to show
that the hands that built it have long since returned to
their original dust. The roofs are high and peaked; the
windows are deep-set and of a retiring look; the entrance
is surmounted with an arch, the centre figure of which is a
lion’s bead with an angry snarl upon it, and which seems to
threaten the passer-by. In the daytime, when all things
are clearer, many of the attributes of the house which are
dnnoticed in the darkness come out and make themselves ap-
parent. Then it is seen that there is a decrepit look about the
brick and mortar of which the house is composed, the bricks
having gaps and crevices between them, and the mortar
dropping out silently into little heaps upon the casing of
the windows, on the arch of the door-way, and on the
lion’s head above the entrance. This dusty feature gives
to it a sepulchral look and an appearance of extreme old
age mingled with melancholy, and causes strangers in the
town and countrymen coming in with their wares to pass
remarks about it, to the effect that it looks like a haunted
house, like a house in which a murder or suicide had been
committed—Ilike, in fine, a house in which they would not
choose to live if they could avoid it. These features are
features of the daytime only, however, and when night
comes on they wrap themselves in the mantle of obscurity
and are seen no more, leaving the old house to a woe-be-
gone appearance of staring at its fellow over the way with
a feeble affectation of keeping up appearances in defiance
of common sense.

There is this peculiarity about the house, furthermore—
which tends to add to that sepulchral look which distin-
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guishes it—that the echoes hereabout are, either in the fancy
of the townspeople, or in reality, louder and clearer than
elsewhere. It is a common thing, at a late hour on a quiet
_ night, to hear the footsteps of the passer-by ringing more
sharply when he passes it than they did a little above it or
a little below it. In the minds of some this is accounted
for on the supposition that there is an excavation under the
pavement in front of it; in the minds of others—and these
are the majority of those who have given thought to the
subject—these echoes arise from the necessity of the case
and are a part of the mysteries that linger about the place.
And yet, with all this marvel about the house, and with all
the specunlations to which it gives birth, there is no legend
attached to its history.
It is not on record anywhere that anybody has ever been
slain within its ghostly rooms, or that the blood of a sui-
cide has ever spotted its stained walls. Men and women
have been born in it and have died in it, it is true; but
there is no story attached to these births and deaths.
There are traditions among the old citizens of the town in
‘regard to the families that have at various times inhabited
it; but these traditions point to nothing more ominous than
that one family was remarkable for having a very pretty
daughter who married in due course of time and removed
to another part of the country; and that another family
which once lived there had bad a very wild son who was
the terror of the other boys of ‘Alderley. The last—and for
aught the people knew the preseng—owner of the house had
left it twenty years before and had gone away to a distant
" county, leaving it with all the furniture in it, and bad only
come at intervals to look after it and to have it aired and
swept; which being done he would go away again, and it
would be left fastened up as before, to grow more and more
dusty with the weight of years added to neglect. But
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after a while he ceased to come, and rumor had it that he
had died.

For the 1ast year or more the old house bad had an occu-
pant, some said an agent of the succeeding proprietor.
And as this brings us to the fourth fact declared by this
chapter’s title, we will revert to the. misty October night
upon which the house receives another tenant.

In addition to its misty condition this October night was

~ cold and chilly. In addition to which, again, it was a

drizzly night, and, therefore, it is hardly necessary to say,
wet. There was no desire on the part of the people of the
town to be out in the streets, and consequently these latter
were nearly deserted. There were lights in the back rooms
of shops and in the windows of the houses, and these re-
lieved the town of a little of the depression caused by the
weather. In the sitting-room of the Knight and Dragon
inn there was also a light, and likewise a cheerful company,
and the glow from the fire came out into the street through
the windows and lit up with a pleasant hue the face of the
chubby St. George, painted upon a sign, doing successful
battle with a fiery dragon.

But it is not to be supposed that the whole of Alderley
was thus given over to silence and solitude. At the rail-
way station there was moving about and bustling of bag-
gage men and porters, for the six o’clock train from London
was due. The lights from the lamps flared dismally upon
the dozen or so loiterers, cabmen, and employees of the
railroad who lingered ground the station; and, as the
giant minute-hand of the station-clock slowly moved on its
revolving course, some of' these went away, while the rest,
who were forced by duty to remain, retired into a corner
and waited for the time when the welcome whistle of the
locomotive should indicate the approach of the train.

Apart from the crowd, which, drowsy with waiting, haa

}
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mostly yielded to sleep, an old man walked back and forth,
his hands clasped behind him and his head bent upon hts
breast. Up and down the covered way, as the minutes
passed, he walked, his footsteps keeping monotonous time
to the rain dripping from the gables upon the pavement.
At intervals, when his steps would lead him under one of
the lamps, he would look at his watch for a moment, to re-
place it thereafter in its fob, and to recommence his walk
with a weary gesture of impatience. When at last in the
distance came the sound of the approaching train he neared
the edge of the platform and peered earnestly in the direc-
tion from which the cars were to come. In a little while
the rattle of the cars was nearer, the mist was lighted up
with a rapidly. increasing glare, and the locomotive came
dashing through the darkness with its signal-light flaring
like a gigantic eye. As the passengers commenced to leave
the train and pass under the lamp the man approached and
looked into each face. He stood there with an uncertain
expression upon his countenance after the last passenger
had left him. When the scene was deserted by all
save the porters and baggage-men, he went along the car-
riages and peered into the windows. The uncertain ex-
pression deepened upon him as he turned away, disappointed,
from this search. Then looking around carefully, as if to
make sure that no passenger from the train yet lingered, he
turned and walked rapidly toward the steps leading from
the platform to the street. But as he reached these he
halted ; for, from the car nearest him, he heard a loud, an-
gry, authoritative voice ring out on the night.

“Put it down, I say,” cried the voice. “ Who told you
to take it? Is a man’s luggage his own?” These words
were simple enough in themselves, although the voice was
that of an angry man; but the face of the man who had
been waiting paled a little as he heard them.

1
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Again upon the pight came the voice. “Death and fury!
For what do you take me ?” Then there was a noise as of
a violent scuffle in the car, which was followed, a moment
after, by the appearance of one of the porters reeling from
the platform of the coach into the middle of the little gath-
ering on the flooring of the station. The man who had
looked into the faces of the passengers crept up and waited
for what was to follow. What was to follow came in the
shape of a man of powerful frame and lofty stature, who
sprang with the agility of a cat from the car and glared with
an angry look upon the porter who had preceded him.

- “Is a man’s luggage his own?” -he repeated. “Who
told you to take it ?”

“Nobody,” said the porter, sullenly, rubbing his arm
and looking askance into his assailant’s face. The stranger
seemed about to strike him. He held in his left hand a
light valise—the cause of the trouble—and in his right
a small walking-cane, which was half raised. He did not
strike him, however. “Beware how you trifle with me,”
he said. ‘No man shall trifle with me.”

As he spoke these words he looked around defiantly up-
on the crowd which was standing about him. Whatever
might have been their opinion of his conduct, no one
seemed inclined to question his authority. The brute
strength his muscular frame indicated deterred them from
the expression of any opinion, and the passion that burned
in his eye awed them. As he stood there, the centre of
those who gazed upon him in silence, he presented a fear-
ful picture of one whose untrained nature and uncontrolled
passions might be made the channel for persecutions of his
fellows. As he stood there, with the light from the flick-
ering lamp falling upon him, a mass of muscles and sinews,
a face that reflected the audacity of an arrogant mind, it is
not strange that the others looking at him should have

-

t
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been terrified into silence. His age was not above thirty;
but a scar upon his cheek and the evident traces of dissipa-
tion gave a false air of age to him. His face was marked
with lines, either of care or of riotous living. 'Withal, a
handsome man, and precise in his dress, which was of a
semi-military cut. He wore a long, drooping moustache,
and his hair was curled with an effeminate care. In his
eye, although now passionate in its look, there lurked an
expression of the independent spirit that was natural to
him.

Thus, then, appeared the man who, on that October -
night, stood the centre of those who loitered around the
Alderley depot, but not of them. .And this, too, was the
new tenant of the house in Balfour-street.

The porter whom he had thrust from the car had risen
to his feet with a concealed scowl upon his face and was
~making off in the darkness, when the stranger’s voice, or-
dering him to halt, caused him to turn with a sullen pro-
test.

“You’re a bigger man than I am. Fd be a child in your
hands, and you know it. 'What do you want with me now ?”

“] want to tell you you must be more careful in fature.
I want to tell you not to make off with a gentleman’s lug-
gage again until you get his permission. See here! Iam
not & hard man when men do what is right by me ; but”—
and bere his frown came back to him—*“I am a dangerous
man when I am trifled with. Have you any objection to
drinking my health to-night ?”

“Well—no,” said the porter, a little reluctantly. “I
suppose it’s all square now. I ain’t one to bear a grudge
when a thing’s made up and over.”

“Then take this guinea and go with your friends and
drink my health.” He threw him the money as he spoke,
and when the porter wished to thank him he interruptea
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him and eaid: “There! go now. I pushed you out of the
carriage because you made me angry. We are quits now.”

During this scene the old man who had scrutinized the
parsengers emerging from the train advanced toward the
stranger, who now stood alone with his valise in his
hand, the crowd having moved away, and who turned at
the sound of footsteps. For the first time his eye fell upon
the man who had been waiting. There was the same timid
look upon the latter’s face as he said: “ Welcome home,
Arthur.”

The stranger made no answer to this salutation, except
to say: “Ha, Blacker! you are here, are you? How do
you do? Take this sack and follow me. You can attend
to the rest of the luggage to-morrow.” He strode away as
he spoke, and the old man, taking his vahse, went after
him in the darkness,

Out of the station-house and into the street, with the
mist gathering them to itself, these two, so strangely
mated, walked. There was an appearance of commanding
about the stranger and an appearance of obeying about
the old man. This appearance of commanding and obey-
ing appeared natural to the two, and the latter trudged
after his companion with a patient fidelity that seemed to
bespeak an old habit of obedience. The frown was still on
the stranger’s face when he turned and said: “Is the house
ready for me? Have you everything prepared as I wrote
you ?”

“Everything in tho house is as you left it, Arthur. The
house is dustier, though, than when you went away.”

“Well, can you expect otherwise? The house was
dusty enough twenty years ago. The house is older and
we are older. Dust comes with decay, and decay comes
with age.” Then he seemed to bethink himself of a certain
tone in which the older man had spoken, for he said, after
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a little pause: “But you talk with a whimper, Blacker.
‘What is the matter with you? You used to be a bold
enough man in your day for some thmgs. Of what are
you afraid ?”

“ Nothing, Arthur, except—"

“Pshaw, man! You haven’t become virtuous during my
absence? Walk faster! I am nearly frozen. I hope you
have a fire ready ?” The fire was ready, Blacker said.
And then they fell into silence and walked on.

Through the dark streets they trudged until they stood
before the lion’s head above the entrance to the house in
Balfour-street. Then the man addressed as Blacker took
a key from his pocket and turned it in the lock of the cu-
riously-carved door. When he tried to force the door open
it resisted his efforts. The stranger pushed him away and
tried it himself. He shook it until it opened.

“It has always been so, lately,” said the old man apolo-
getically, “I will have the hinges oiled to-morrow.”

In shaking the door, something had fallen upon the
stranger’s shoulder and arm and hand—something of a
fine texture, of a white color, and almost imperceptible in
the darkness. The stranger’s sharp eye detected it, how-
ever. Holding out his arm and examining it, he said to
his companion: * What the devil is this ?”

“Dust.”

“Dust? Dust from where ?”

“Dust from the arch above the door. Dust from the
windows. Dust from the crevices in the bricks. Dust
from everywhere.”

Still inspecting it, the stranger said : “If I were a super-
stitious man I mlght. think strangely of this—eh, Blacker ?”

«T did not like to mention it, Arthur,” said the old man,
submissively ; “but I was thinking that perhaps you would
find more comfortable lodgings at the hotel down the
street here.”
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“No! no hotel for me! No place in which men gather
to stare a man out of countenance! No running about of
prying servants and watching of idle guests to torture me
with their impertinent curiosity! As long as I remain in
Alderley, I will stay here—here where I was born. And if
any man wish to tind me, let him come here to seek me!”
And then he struck the door heavily, causing the dust to
fall upon him again and to whiten his coat like a thin
fall of snow. When he had struck the door in this way, he
looked up at the house and spoke again. There was an
unusual softness in his voice as he said, “How familiar
the old house looks, Blacker! There is the window of the
room in which I was born.” He was looking at a window
from which a dull light struggled out into the mist.

Blacker answered in a more cheerful tone than he had yet
used. “I had a fire made there for you. I thought you
would prefer that room to the others.”

“You are right, Blacker. I do. But let us enter. I
must get to the fire.” Saying which, they went in and
shut the door after them.

The passage in which they stood was close and dark.
‘When Blacker, drawing from his pocket a wax match,
struck a light, they went to the stairway and commenced
to ascend it. It was rusty with years of unuse and creaked
under their footsteps. The papering on the wall on either
side of it was stained in the places where the moisture had
set its seal for years; and there was a musty smell about
the old house, a8 though the air that was in it then had
been imprisoned there since that time, long before, of which
the stranger had spoken—the time when he was born.

At the end of the passage above they came to a door—
the door of the room from which the light shone into the
street. The stranger opened it and went in. He looked
around the room for a few moments—at the bed spread
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with its snowy quilt, at the portrait of his dead mother
above the mantelpiece, at the old-fashioned furniture ranged
around the walls with grim precision.

¢ And this is home !” he said bitterly. Then he drew a
large armchair up to the fire and sat himself down in it.
He gazed into the flames, and as he gazed he seemed to for-
get the patient figure standing by the door. After a while
his stern, hard face—made sterner and harder by the scar

“ upon it—softened by degrees, and his gaze wandered from
the fire to his mother’s portrait—the portrait of a woman
in the prime of life with a thoughtful brow. He looked
until the lines on his brow wore away one by one, for a
vision of his days of boyhood came back to him—days
when he had sat at his mother’s knee and had looked
up into her living face as he now looked at her pictured lin-
eaments. A strange huskiness was in his voice when he
broke the silence.

“She was a good mother to me, Blacker,” he said.
¢ She was worthy of a better son than I ever was. When
I sit here to-night and think of the tears I have caused her
to shed, I feel how wrong and undutiful I was not to have
obeyed ber in her slightest wish—not to have loved her as
she should have been loved. I know now, what I did not
know, or would not know then, that she was my only
friend. I know that now, because I have suffered every
wrong that a man could suffer and have found nobody to
care for me—nobody to cheer me—nobody to sympathize
with me!”

The figure at the threshold closed the door softly as his
companion spoke and advanced to the fireplace. He, too,
looked into the fire as he answered—

“She was indeed a good lady, Arthur. Everybody
loved Mrs. Tyrrel.”

As be spoke these last words there was & return of the
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stranger’s passionate manner. “Not that name!” he
said, fiercely. “Not that name, Blacker, I charge you!”
He rose from the chair on which he had been sitting and
paced the room with rapid strides. Then pausing suddenly
before his companion, he laid his hand heavily upon his
shoulder.

“ Mark me!” he said, abruptly; “when I was cashiered
for violating the regulations of the service, as they called
it, I felt that I no longer possessed a right to the name my
mother bore and which my father had given me. Let it
be dead henceforth between us. Blot it from your memory
as though it had never existed and listen to what I tell
you now!” The fear came back to the old man and he
shravk from the hand that pressed upon his shoulder.

“If men ask you who I am—as they may—tell them I
am Captain Horace Vernon, late of her Majesty’s service.
If they should ask you to what regiment I belonged, tell
them you do not know—that I am not in the habit of speak-
ing of my affairs. If they should ask you what connection
exists between us, you will tell them I am on a visit to you

And if they should ask you how long I purpose remaining,
~ and what resources I have, or any other question that idlers
or gossips may put, refer them to me. Do you understand
what I have told you, and can you remember it ?”

“] understand you and I shall remember it. You do not
wish your name to be known? You have a right to de-
mand my silence and I shall accord it.”

He had moved away from the old man and was again
walking -hastily back and forth. Then he went on speak-
ing, partly to himself and partly to his companion. .

“I do not wish it to be known that the man who has come
back here with a hundred sins upon his head is what re-
mains of the innocent boy who went away from this place
twenty years ago. Men have forgotten that that boy ever

{
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lived. When my mother died and left me in your charge
she thought my future was assured—that he who had
served her faithfully would deal fairly with her orphan
son. Bat I do not upbraid you. If I have committed er-
rors in my life; if I have followed the paths of vice and
wrong; if I have forgotten tbe teachings of that blessed
angel in heaven who mourns over what is left of her on
earth; I reproach no man for what I am to-day. If you
have been part and parcel of my sins it is because I con-
tinued the wrong you had commenced !”

The old man leaned his head upon the mantelpiece and
tears trickled through his clasped fingers. * Arthur,” he
said, “in coming back here, you have not come with those
sinful thoughts that once worked so much sorrow ? Thiuk,
Arthur, of all the years of waiting and hoping I have
undergone. Think of what might have been and of what is.”

“ We can’t talk of that now, Blacker,” the stranger said,
hoarsely. ‘“The contingency which, in a wild moment, I
fancied might occur, has come to pass at last in Bertha'’s
marriage. If I had to live my life over again I would act
dlﬁ'ereqtly ; but, as it is done, I must reap the benefit.”

“ What benefit, Arthur ?”

“Never mind what benefit! Don’t question me! I say
to you now, that I must have influence and power to crush
my cnemics, Ier husband has both and he shall give
them both!” Still walking backward and forward, the
frown on his face growing darker and darker. Still speak-
ing partly to himself and partly to the old man.

“ Knowing me as you do; having known me as I was,
and seeing me as I am now; do you believe I could ever
forget or forgive? Have I ever turned both cheeks to the
smiter’s hand and tamely submitted to wrong? And
when I am down, down, with the world’s foot upon my
neck, think .you I will not struggle, and bite, and strike
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baok until I get even with those who have put me in the
dust?” No answer from the old man still leaning upon
the mantelpiece.

“Had men treated me fairly,” continued the stranger,
growing more impetuous with his words, * this terrible fate
of being always down would not, perhaps, have followed
me. Had I been let alone—I have never asked more and
that is net much to ask—I might have stood as high as the
best of them. But it seemed that this was not to be.
‘When I most avoided quarrel and anger then was it that
I was most set upon; and when I was struck, I struck
back !”

“But with all that, Arthur, we can still do Bertha jus-
tice, and not approach her or her husband with threats.
The knowledge that is bidden from her now must come
sooner or later.” It may make her miserable, but she must
know it. Perhaps she would be reconciled to it if she
were told of it gently.”

The stranger paused in his walk to say, scornfully,  You
speak of justice! What justice could you do her—what
amends could you make her! Think you that she, or her
husband, would suffer what she, or he, or their friends
would call the attempt at imposition of an impostor? I do
not refer so particularly to her, but I speak of Aim. If she be
like the rest of her circle she might join them to save her-
self the disgrace ; but ke would thrust you frem the door,
I know, and would invoke the law against you! But when
I ghall go to him with proofs—when I shall go with
the alternative of exposure on the one hand—because it
would be exposure for Atm—or a quiet yielding on the
other, and when I shall demand from bim the influence I
need, he will yield, not to his feelings, but to the necessity
that shall bind him. The end will be the same, and I will
come out of the mire that surrounds me now |”
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“1 do not know Ais nature, but hers is too good for that.
Far, far too good for that.”

During Blacker’s words his companion had resumed his
seat before the fire. He was twirling his moustache impa-
dently and the frown that was natural to him still rested
apon his brow. When Blacker ceased speaking, he pointed
lo a chair. “Sit down there,” he said, “and tell me all
about it—about the marriage, I mean.”

Sitting there, the two men looked into each other’s face.
[t was the fable of the wolf and the lamb. One all humil-
ty and submissiveness; the other all arrogance and reck-
essness. 'The one, the face of a man made wicked by bad
>ounsel and weakness ; the other, the face of a man wicked
;hrough unrestrained passions. Before the old man had
spoken the stranger said, “ When I saw her marriage
nentioned in the papers I had no clue as to where he—her
ausband, I mean—first met her. 'Where was it, and how ?”

¢ Mrs. Archibald had gone down with Bertha to the sea-
ide to pass the summer season at her residence in the
1eighborhood of Brighton. During their stay there Mr.
Arncliffe came to the place in his yacht. He met Bertha
it a ball,; and so commenced their acquaintance.” The
stranger had listened intently. When the old man had
zot thus far he nodded and said, * Go on.”

“From the night on which he made Bertha’s acquaint-
ance at the ball he continued to visit her at Mrs. Archi-
bald’s. The gossip of the place soon said that they were
to be married. I did not know how true this was, but I
frequently saw them together in the public places. When
the season drew to a close Mr. Arncliffe went with them to
Westmoreland.”

“ Aund there they were married

“Soon after—s month aftéer—Mr. Arncliffe married
Bertha.”
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The new tenant of the house in Balfour-street here fixed
himself easily in his chair, and, stretching himself to his
full length, leaned his head upon his right hand, whilst
with his left he drew a cigar from his pocket.”

“@Give me a light, Blacker,” he said.

‘When Blacker had given the light, he held it to his cigar
and puffed away leisurely.

“That was exactly what we both desired, eh, Blacker?”
he said after a while ;  that she should marry a gentleman.”

“] am glad she has married as she has done. If her life,
hereafter, is to be a happy one, I feel justified in conduct
which, otherwise, could have no justification.”

The new tenant did not seem to be influenced by any
consideration as virtuous as that of the old man’s; for, as
he looked through the smoke at his companion, his face
wore a business look, and when he next spoke his question
was of a business character.

“ When I wrote to you from Paris,” he said, “to discover
what you could in regard to Mr. Arncliffe’s fortune, did
you do as I directed? I judged him to be rich and infle-
ential from what I had read in the papers concerning the
marriage ; but what did you learn $”

“Nothing but what I knew before. 'He has a great for
tune and is influential.”

“Good! Connected with Government, I believe ?”

“Connected with Government.”

- “In what way ?”

“Member of Parliament for North Sudley.”

“Good again. The closer his connection with Govern-
ment, the better for me. 1t could not have turned out better.”

The old man gazed at his companion as if he would read
in bis face that secret he was keeping from him. But he
might as well have sought to draw knowledge of the cen-
turies from the stony face of Sphinx in its surrounding
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sands. For through the smoke that curled about his head
the stranger stared abstractedly into the fire. From his face
to the fire, in his turn, the old man’s look wandered. The
fear that had weighed heavily upon his mind when he first
knew that the man who sat before him was about to return
to England; the fear that had possessed him when he met
him, on his return, at the railway station that night; the
old fear that had haunted him for so many years came
back to him with renewed strength, and he prayed within'
himself that she whom he called “ Bertha” might be spared
the persecutions of the reckless man who had returned to
his native land as he had left it, passionate and cruel in his
nature and filled with evil thoughts. For a long time
there was silence between the two men. The new tenaunt
smoked his cigar in a reverie until the fire, burning his fin-
ger, warned him that it was time to desist. Then he rose
from his chair and walked to the window. The mist was
still abroad and the hounses of the town loomed vaguely
through it. As he stood there, looking into the quiet street,
the eyes of the older man rested upon him and once again
he sought to propitiate his companion.

“We will not take advantage of her prosperity,” he
said, “to benefit ourselves? We will rather let her live
in her present ignorauce, will we not, Arthur?” Although
he said “we,” he meant “you;” although saying “our-
selves,” he meant “yourself” His companion felt this,
for he turned and answered impatiently. “I come back
here from Paris—and you know it, for I have told you of
it—a ruined man,” he said. “I do not mean as regards
fortune only; I could dispense with that. If I could bring
myself to sell this house—the remnant of my inheritance,
the last tie that binds me to the past—I would be above
want. But I have other uses for this house, and old as it
is, while I live, no stranger’s foot shall cross it as master.
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If Mrs. Arncliffe had married in what might have been her
own sphere, and if she could not have been of use to me, I
would never have returned to England and would never
have approached her upon the subject that has brought me
here. But I must speak to her; I do not say to threaten;
and through her I must command that influence which rests
with her husband to exert. As she has married wealth and
position, why should she not assist me? If, when'she shall
know who I am, and the demand that I shall make- upon
her, she should spurn me, let her look to it!” His nature
burst forth fiercely, and he struck the sill of the window
near which he was standing. ‘“Let her and her husband
look to it!” he repeated. In the storm of passion which
his own evil thonghts had evoked what measure of evil
lurked against the happiness of the woman whom he called
“Mrs. Arncliffe,” and of whom the old man spoke as “ Ber-
tha”? And under what protecting roof did she dream at
that hour, and was her sleep broken by any thought of
him who sat by the fire on that October night and plotted
against her, with the eyes of his dead mother resting on
him from the portrait on the wall ?

The fire waned with the waning night, and the ghastly

gray of the coming dawn joined a new pallor to the mist

without as the ashen morning looked into the window of
the room in which the two men sat and talked, with the
candle flaring upon them and giving to their faces a sickly
yellow hue. The dull noise of the lumbering market-carts
fell upon their ears from the streets of the awskemng town
before the older man rose to go. Standing in the doomy,
he spoke to the stranger.

“Are there any special orders you would wish to give,
Arthur ?” he asked.

“None but these: I wish to be alone in this house. I
want no tramping around me of idlers, whether in the
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shape of servants or visitors. Make what arrangements
you please to secure this end—only let it be so. That is
all. Good-night.”

Blacker still lingered irresolutely at the door.

“If you should speak about me to Bertha,” he said in his
submissive way, “ be merciful in what you say. Tell her
that a lifetime of sorrow has brought repentance with it.
It will perhaps lead her to forgive me.”

He waited a little while for an snswer, but none came.
And then, closing the door behind him, he groped along
the dark passage until he reached his own room.

What time, above the ashes of the almost extinguished
fire the new tenant of the house in Balfour-street sat in
solitary self-communion. And across his mind swept the
panorama of his life, until his mental vision fastened upon
one picture that seared his brain with its orimson hues—
the one monstrous act of his life that had put him beyond
the pale of the laws. A long train of thought, indeed, -
which ended with this conclusion—

“She shall save me. If influence can do.it, I will be a

man again.”
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CHAPTER IL
BOCIETY BESIEGES FRAMLEIGH-PLACE.

IN returning to England with the intention (as ex-
pressed to Blacker on the night of his arrival) of avail-
ing himself of Mrs. Arncliffe’s influence, through her mar-
riage, in order to advance his purposes—whatever those
purposes may have been—Captain Vernon had thoughtfully
provided bhimself beforeband with the means of attaining,
unquestioned, the presence of the wife of Mr, Philip Arn-
cliffe. A gambling acquaintance in Paris—a prop of a
noble English house gone to ruin over csrds—a witling
whose face was familiar in the drawing-rooms of the selegt,
and who made up for lack of personal merit, and covered
the shame and recklessness of a dissolute life, in the posses-
sion of a name that was not the least in the book of the
peerage,—from this source had Captain Vernon, under his
assumed name, in a way peculiar to himself, secnred letters
of introduction which were all-sufficient.

Of the letters in his possession, Captain Vernon chose to
avail himself of one only. This letter, addressed to a gen-
tleman residing in the neighborhood of Alderley, Sir John
Eden by name, a frank, open-hearted, unsuspicious man,
was duly presented by the bearer with the natural result
that the acquaintance thus offered was accepted. It was
not necessary, it is true, that Captain Vernon, in order to
accomplish his purpose, should restrict himself to the usages
of society in crossing the threshold of Framleigh-Place.
He might have crossed it as a stranger who wished to speak
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with its mistress; but he had made his resolve, that in en-
rolling himself in the number of those who, without ques-
tion, were admitted to the hospitalities of Mr. Arncliffe’s
house, he would take his rank, legitimately, among the
guests whom he might find there. A strange resolution,
. perbaps, under the circamstances; but it was in keeping
with the strange, absolute, dogged nature of the man.

The day subsequent to his arrival at Alderley had been
devoted to the presentation of his letter of introduction to
Sir John Eden. In that interview his host had offered his
friendly aid in making his stay in Alderley agreeable. By
a delicate conversational maneuvre Captain Verrion had
brought Sir John to propose that which he most desired—
namely, that he should be presented at Mrs. Arncliffe’s
reception on the following day. With this understanding,-
the two men had parted, with an agreement that Sir J ohn
should call at the house in Balfour-street and accompany
Captain Vernon to Framleigh.

It was at an hour when, under more favorable 4tmos-
pheric circumstances, the sun would have been shining
brightly in the heavens, that the front door of the house
in Balfour-street opened to let in the welcome light of day,
dismal as it was. The clock had struck eleven when it
opened and closed again with a jar which shook the dust
from the grinning lion’s head surmounting its porcals and
admitted into the busy street Captain Horace Vernon, late
of her Majesty’s service, attired with exemplary care. Much
of the sternness that gave a harsh expression to his face
was wanting in it as he stood for a moment upon the lowest
step, and his moustache fell with a more graceful droop
over his mouth, and his hair fluttered in the slight wind
that was abroad. Any one passmg him that morning might
have been pardoned for supposing that the stern, handsome
man who stood in front of the old house was about to min-

2
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gle in ladies’ society, so serupulous was he in his dress.
He held in his hand a walking-cane, and as he looked up
the street he tapped the tip of his glistening boot with a
careless grace. Altogether, the new tenant, as he appeared
in the morning, was quite a different man from the new
tenant of the night before.

Still standing upon the step, he looked around him for a
little while and then sauntered leisurely down the street.
A few squares away he stopped at a large building from
which protruded a sign whereon was painted the representa-
tion of a fiery horse attached to a frail vehicle, the former
being driven by a reckless tiger who appeared to be un-
dergoing a penance, and which made him aware that he had
found that of which he was in search. He turned into the
building and spoke to a heavy-built man who was superin-
tending some operation connected with horses.

“Are you proprietor here?” he asked. The tone was
not of the pleasantest, and the man looked up with a surly
countenance; but the surly answer he was about to make
was toned down to a more respectful response as he glanced
at his questioner. ‘

“Yes, sir. I am proprietor of these stables.”

“Let me have a horse and carriage, then. Something
stylish, you know.” The man made a rough salutation
and turned to the hostler to give directions. As he moved
away, Captain Vernon said, carelessly: “ Can you tell me
how far it is to Framleigh-Place

The proprietor’s manner became respectful immediately.

“ About a mile out on the London road, sir,” he an-
swered,

“Thank you,” said the Captain, as he twirled his mous-
tache. As he had expected it would, his question had
elevated him in the mind of the proprietor of the stables,
for he heard him say to the hostler in a low tone, “ That’s
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a genteel cove, Sanders. Get out the new brougham and
put Black Dick to it.”

Satisfied from this that his equipage would not appear
to disadvantage among the others he would find at Fram-
leigh-Place on his arrival there, the Captain, after telling
the hostler he would return presently, lounged out as leis-
urely as he bad gone in, and walked up and down in front
of the stables. The lad who was to attend him came to
him finally, touching his cap, and informed him that the
carriage was in waiting. He walked briskly to where the
vehicle stood, admired for 8 moment the blooded animal
which had been designated as “Black Dick” by the pro-
prietor, threw a crown to the groom in waiting, jumped
into the brougham followed by the boy, and rapidly drove
away. ’

The speed at which he drove the willing horse soon
placed him beyond the town into the high road that led to
London. Here he slackened the horse’s pace and proceed-
ed leisurely until he came in sight of Framleigh-Place. He
was perfectly familiar with the locality, notwithstanding
the question he had put to the proprietor of the stables.
There was nothing of newness to him, therefore, in the
great house with its flanking steps, its pillars and its portico.
The park and its winding walks, the fountains and the
statues rising from their pedestals, he also knew with an
old knowledge. The rustling elm-trees, yellow and faded,
were but portions of a picture that had been stamped upon
his mind in his boyish days, and he drove past the porter’s -
lodge, and beyond the massive posts at the gate, with a
feeling which reproduced hours which had long seemed
dead in his memory.

Captain Vernon drove for an hour or more before he
turned and directed his course back to Alderley. The hour
at which he was expecting Sir John Eden’s arrival was ap-
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proaching, and he hastened so as to be ready to receive
him when he should call at the house in Balfour-street.

As he entered the town his new acquaintance drove up by
another street, and they met with mutual compliments.

“I have been driving a short distance into the country,
Sir John,” remarked Captain Vernon. “I did not, however,
allow my interest.in the beautiful scenery to get the better
of my recollection of your kmdness. I thank you, sir, for
your promptness.”

The baronet bowed in acknowledgment of Captain Ver
non’s implied compliment.

“I await ‘your pleasure, Captain Vernon,” he replied.
¢ Shall we now proceed to Framleigh ?”

“J am ready to go, Sir John. As I passed the gate of
the Park, I observed that the guests were already assem-
bling.”

“ We shall be in good time, then. Let us start.”

The road in the neighborhood of the gate and the broad
carriage-drive that led up to the house were filled with the
carriages which had brought Society to the performance of
its customary devotions. It was one of the occasions
wherein Society asserts itself most strongly that had thus
brought it together. It was one of those days set apart by
Mr. Philip Arncliffe, through Mrs. Philip Arncliffe, his
wife—Mr. Philip Arncliffe himself being away in another
part of the country, arranging with certain of his fellow-
members on the proper method of sustaining Government
in the ensuing legislative struggle, and leaving to Mrs,
Philip Arncliffe the scarcely less laborious performance of
entertaining his friends—wherein Society was to be afforded
an opportunity of admiring the extensive domain of the
owner of Framleigh, and the rare paintings and books and
gorgeous furniture the house contained, in return for which
opportunity it was expected of Society to take its departure
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properly impressed with the magnificence of its entertainer,
Very little caring for Mrs. Arncliffe, and mindful of what
was expected of it, Society had come wearing its close-fitting
mask, fruitful of smiles and expressions of affection and
friendship for Mr. Arncliffe’s representative, some from the
country around, some all the way from London, and were
now, as Captain Vernon drove up, ascending the flanking
steps, or descending the same, like a colony of ants.

The baronet and Captain Vernon went up the steps arm
in arm, Captain Vernon towering a head and shoulder
above the company going up or coming down.

At the door they were met by a brilliantly arrayed servant
who presented the general appearance of a Stately Martyr,
and who, receiving their cards, handed them on to another
splendid domestic, with a certain air about him as of being a_
Gorgeous Victim, who stood like a herald at the door of the
drawing-room and who proclaimed their names in a distress-
ed tone of voice as if suffering a penalty. Thus announced,
although in the hum of voices their names had died out and
had become inextricably mingled with other sounds, they
entered the apartment wherein Mrs. Arncliffe received her
guests. There was much well-bred confusion in the room,
a great deal of complimentary language that meant noth-
ing, loudly spoken, and a great deal of uncomplimentary
language which meant a great deal, spoken in whispers.
Whilst it was remarked, audibly, on all sides, how sweet
Mrs. Arncliffe looked, and what excellent taste in dress
Mrs. Arncliffe displayed, there seemed to be very little care
in reality fof Mrs. Arncliffe. Society enjoyed itself amaz-
ingly, however. Society had come, in obedience to the in-
exorable law that it never cares to question, to offer this
recognition of Mrs. Arncliffe’s claims, as wife of Mr. Philip
Arucliffe, to be considered -as part of itself. Therefore, it
felt that it had done a proper and commendable action and
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exhibited a due contentment over the result of its com-
placency.

Society was variously distributed in its method of indi-
cating its satisfaction with itself. It might be seen, through
the lace curtains, in a smaller apartment, indulging in a
glass of wine and delicately fingering a slice of cake. It
wight be seen in the shape of venomous old women, perch-
ed like a large species of lean and hungry hawk upon the
high gothic chairs which ranged the walls, chattering, and
mumblmg, and picking to pieces, with scarcely a less vora-
cious appetite than the bird of prey which they resembled,
the reputations of such of their dear sisters as came un-
der their immediate inspection. It might be seen in the
shape of insipid young men dawdling over the backs of
chairs and whispering into the ears of artificial young
women the same old trite stories which, as long as time
shall last, will continue to be whispered by mmpld young
men into the ears of artificial young women, It might be
seen in the shape of stiff old gentlemen with extraor-
dinary amplitude of white waistcoat, who heated them-
selyes unnecessarily in stout arguments with each other
to the effect, on the one hand, that, what would become of
the Landed Interests, sir, what would become of the vest-
ed Rights of Proprietors, if that bill of Dimple’s were
not crushed by an indignant majority ? and, on the other,
that, my dear sir, it is absolutely necessary for the preser-
vation of Magna Charta, which, you will allow, involves
the preservation of the Liberties of the People, that Dimple
should be sustained and Simple put down.

It was only after a long and arduous series of attempt
that Captain Vernon and Sir John Eden, drifting help-
lessly about in the tide, could prosent themselves before
Mrs. Arncliffe. ' When the special portion of Society whick
at that moment was engaged in its farewell expressions a

'
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compliment had floated away and had left the channel
clear, Sir John pressed forward in the vacancy, followed by
the Captain, and saluted her. Her eyes were bent on the
carpet as she acknowledged his profound bow, and she
did not observe the form of the man whose arm was locked
in his and who waited the introduction that was to follow.

“Mrs, Arncliffe, permit me to present to you Captain
Horace Vernon,” were the words that caused her to lift her
eyes. As she did 8o, and as they rested for a moment upon
the face of him who was bending before her, there surely
should have been a power in their blue depths to disarm all
thought of menace or persecution. And when her voice fell
upon his ear there should have been an influence in its soft-
ness to shame his craft and to urge his heart to charity.

% Captain Vernon is welcome to Framleigh-Place. Any
friend of yours is welcome, Sir John,” she answered.

And then Society, urged on by Society behind it, asserted
its claim, and Captain Vernon and his introducer lost their
moorings and, with a parting bow, drifted away again into
the tide. Thus drifting about, Captain Vernon and Sir
John parted company, and the Captain took advantage of
the opportunity to retire into the protecting shade of a
window, where, as in a species of cove, he was freed from
the current and could observe Mrs. Arncliffe more atten-
tively. The throng still pressed around her—in-coming
Society jostling against out-going Society—and in the mid-
dle of all she stood with her slight figure now obscured,
now visible, as the guests parted to make way for new-
comers, Captain Vernon’s height, as he stood leaning
against the moulding of the deep bay-window, rendered all
that was passing in the room clear to him. His stern face
—made sterner as he looked at those about her—wore a
serious expression when his gaze was turned upon the
woman who had so long occupied his speculations,
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It was a slight, girlish figure of a woman upon which he
looked. There was a weariness about her as she spoke
and smiled to those around her which did not escape his
eye. Whilst she spoke and smiled as if it were a pleasure
to her to greet her guests, he saw the depression of mind
and body—the self-sacrifice that crushed her own inmost
feelings to please others.

Mr. Arncliffe was a great man-among the other great
men who composed Government. In his condition of
being a portion of Government, it was necessary that he
should maintain the dignity of his position and thereby,
in so much, subserve the interests of Government. And
hence, whilst he was attendiug to the safety of the nation
away from Framleigh, Mrs. Arncliffe was doing her part
of the great work (under instructions from the head of the
house) by propitiating Society, and laughing with Society,
and listening to what Society had to say by the hour to-
gether. Although Mr, Arncliffe could not, or would not,
find time to leave, even for a day, the work of strengthen-
ing the hands of Government, some of his co-laborers in
the tinkering department had somehow managed to run up
from London, and were now briskly hopping about in the
parlors of Framleigh, picking up such crumbs of conversa-
tional comfort as might be brought to bear favorably in
the next Parliamentary debate, wherein it would be shown,
my Lords and Gentlemen, how Government is again beset
by what my honorable friend on the other side is.pleased
to call the demands of the People; how the Government
is a patient, forbearing, and fatherly Government ; and how,
finally, Government is always right, and everybody who
opposes it is always wrong.

If Captain Vernon, watching Society from his window,
and observing Mrs. Arncliffe with a close scrutiny, had
expected to find any awkwardness, any pride of bearing,

|
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any new-found carelessness of speech in Philip Arncliffe’s
wife, he was disappointed. Had bhe expected to find in
her a woman who would fight him with his own weapons,
who would bring cunning to bear against cunning and ob-
stinacy against obstinacy, he was again disappointed. A
perplexed expression was in his eye as he gazed at her.
Possibly there had come over his mind some change which
he had not contemplated when speaking the night before
of his purposes toward her. Whatever it might have been,
it was a seeming change which caused him to screen him-
gelf still more in the shadow of the curtain and to follow
her motions, to study her face, with a serious, thoughtful
brow. )

But after a while he roused himself, and went out into
the throng with a look of forced pleasure and a laugh
which did not seem quite natural. To one who knew the
man, to one who might have listened to him when speak-
ing in the house in Balfour-street, there would have been
a suggestion of bitterness, of hatred of those whom he ad-
dressed, even in his most apparent cordiality, as he moved
about the crowded rooms. But as, like the rest, he was
but playing a part, he did not choose that Society should
understand the truth. Hence, with a certain audacity that
was natural to him, and with a peculiar power which he
seemed to possess, he made acquaintances everywhere—So-
ciety having duly looked at him through its glasses and
accepted him. He discovered Society’s weak points and

worked upon them. He argued with an old gentleman of
an agricultural turn, over the sherry and the cake, on the
farmers’ interests. He spoke severely of the follies of the
artificial young women, contrasting them with the modest
and demure manners of a past day, when in conversation
with the hawks perched upon the high gothic chairs. le
joined the more jovially disposed gentlemen in friendly

2'
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visits to the punch-bowl, and inveighed against the whole
system of intoxicating drinks with a Right Reverend Sir
whom he had managed to corner during the afternoon. He
was everything to everybody—always with that hidden
trace of bitterness, always turning his thoughtful look to
where the mistress of Framleigh stood.

Within a half-hour from the time he had commenced his
circle of the rooms, he had received three distinct invita-
tions from as many of the insipid young men to visit them
at their shooting-boxes, and when the full hour had closed
in he was engaged in escorting one of the hawks to her
carriage. The latter stopped for a moment to bid her
hostess good-bye.

Mrs. Arncliffe said to her, with a smile, as she approached
leaning upon the Captain’s arm, “Your ladyship is ae-
quainted with Captain Vernon, I perceive.”

“ Quite well acquainted,” returned the hawk. “I find
Captain Vernon a charming companion. So sensible, I de-
clare, of the follies of the foolish young women of the pres-
ent day”

“ Ah ?” said Mrs. Arncliffe.

Captain Vernon acknowledged his companion’s compli-
ment with a light langh, and replied, “ Truly, your ladyship
does me too much honor!” Then he turned to Mrs. Arn-
cliffe and addressed her, speaking in a changed voice.

“I hope to have Mrs. Arncliffe’s forgiveuess if I have ap-
peared neglectful of her in the course of the morning ; and
I trust that the sacrifice she has made to-day for the sake
of her friends has not fatigued her or operated unfavorably
to her comfort ?”

He spoke these words in a low tone and in a very defer-
ential manner. 'Was he establishing an intimacy with her,
and did she with a woman’s tact perceive it? Else why
did she again look upon the carpet at her feet, and why did
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a slight color come upon her cheek which was not there be-
fore ?

A woman with less observation than Mrs. Arncliffe would
have recognized the peculiar interest of the Captain’s tone.
And apart from whatever of personal attractions he may
have possessed, a sense of her weakness compared with his
strength struck upon her woman’s nature with a grateful
feeling as he bent in respectful homage before her. Per-
haps, too, there was something in his voice which sounded
strangely when contrasted in her mind with the careless
tones Society was accustomed to use; and so, in replying
to his question, she answered with more feeling than she
was in the habit of ‘exhibiting in response to such com-
monplace words as had been addressed to her during the
day.

“Captain Vernon is very kind,” she said. “The task I
have to undergo is indeed fatiguing.” And then she looked
up to meet in the gaze of his dark eyes an expression of
sympathy and to feel to her self-reproach that the flush
was deepening upon her cheek. But in that interval the -
hawk, ruffling ber plumage for departure, croaked her fare-
well and hopped away, leading Captain Vernon along with
her.

Left to herself for a8 moment, Mrs. Arncliffe followed
with her eye their retreating figures. In that instant she
reflected, for the first time, upon Captain Vernon’s identity.
‘Who was he? He had come with Sir John Eden, and be-
yond that she knew nothing of his adven* in the circle of
her acquaintance; and to that point her mind came back
over and over again in her reverie. Through all the drag-
ging interval consequent upon the departure of the day’s
visitors, to her heart and mind ceaselessly and persistently
«came the question, always unanswered with each recurrence:
Who is Captain Vermon? It was as if the mariner, new to
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" nis vocation, sailing upon a placid sea, should mark in the
clear horizon the cloud no larger than a man’s hand and
wonder at its unfamiliar meaning. And happy for him, as
now her ignorance was for Mrs. Arncliffe, that he should
sail and sail, if even for a little space, in peace, with no
thought of the barvest of storm which was gathering for
his undoing.

The rooms around her were gradually becoming empty.
Society flitted about the great hall, inquiring for cloaks
and mantles and badgering the Stately Martyr and the
Gorgeous Victim with ceaseless demands for carriages,
great-coats, hats and canes, until these two devoted children
of misfortune, moving about in their flights from the hall to
the carriage-way, resembled exhausted birds-of-paradise,
with eyes dilated and with breath coming and going
heavily. There were other calls upon Society’s attention
which must be obeyed. It had done its duty so far as Mr.
Philip Arncliffe’s wife was concerned, but that was np reason
why my Lord in London (or his dinner) should be neglected ;
and it could not shut its eye to the fact that the festive
lights were being prepared for it elsewhere by the wife of

" the Right Honorable This, and that her Grace of the Other
was anxiously awaiting it at that dancing soirée to which,
as in due form laid down and observed, it had been respect-
fully invited. And so, with hurried good-byes to the
girlish little woman who now stood almost alone in the
centre of the room, the front door of Framleigh shut upon
the hawks, who had winged their way with the artificial
young women tucked under their maternal wings, the in-
sipid young men and the stout old gentlemen with the very
extraordinary amplitude of waistcoat following duly after.

When the last guest had departed, and when the last-
carriage-wheel had ceased to sound upon the gravelled
drive, Mrs. Arncliffe seated herself and leaned her-head
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wearily upon her hand. Her chair was in front of the
great hall-door, which had been left ajar, and the dull, gray
light of the misty day fell upon her as she sat.

Where were her thoughts straying? Were they with
the hollow mockery of the morning’s proceedings? Were
they with Mr. Arncliffe, tinkering away in the West
country, or—

A shadow had fallen upon her from the doorway and
had shut out what little of cheerless light was in the hall.
She looked up quickly, and upon the threshold beheld
Captain Horace Vernon, late of her Majesty’s service. He
was standing there with hat in hand, and with the respect-
ful look which his face had worn when speaking to her at
the time the hawk had led him away. Mrs. Arncliffe rose
to receive him. There was a slight expression of wonder
in her face, mingled with a sudden appearance of confusion.

‘Wonld not Captain Vernon be seated ?

No; he thanked her. He begged pardon for the intru-
sion. He had called for his walking-stick, which he had
forgotten. The door was open, and expecting to find the
servant there he had not announced himself. He was un-
der the impression that Mrs. Arncliffe had retired. Another
day would do as well. He would not disturb Mrs. Arn-
cliffe, who doubtless needed rest. He would again beg
pardon, and would go.

All this with the same earnest sympathy in hls voice he
had shown when speaking to her for the first time. She
was not looking up at him, but she could see him, in her
mind, bending before her. She spoke to him again, still -
studying the flowers in the carpet. Would not Captain
Vernon wait awhile? The servant would get the cane.
She was not so weary but that she could see that done for
a guest. Then she touched a bell upon the table and
pointed with a smile to a chair.
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She sat a little away from him, he in an armchair, she
on the sofa. His eye had. fallen upon a portrait on the
wall—the portrait of a handsome young man, but of a
haughty look about the eyes and the thin lips. His first
remark had reference to this portrait. He looked at it
closely. “A handsome face, madam,” he said. “ Whose
is it ?”

“Mr. Arncliffe’s,” she replied, with a faint color upon
her cheeks.

He was a younger man than Captain Vernon had
thought. At least Captain Vernon expressed himself to
that effect.

The flush deepened upon her cheek—again to her self-
reproach. ‘It does not resemble Mr. Arncliffe as he ap-
pears to-day,” she answered. “It was taken in his days
of early manhood. He had just left Oxford when it was
painted. Mr. Arncliffe is no longer young, Captain
Vernon.” .

Ah? Captain Vernon was not aware of that.

The entrance of the Gorgeous Victim changed the topic
of conversation. As he received his directions from Mrs.
Arncliffe to produce the missing cane Captain Vernon
twirled his moustache and looked at her intently. There
was no sternness or harshness about his face as he looked
at her now. There was nothing about it of the menacing
expression it had worn when he had sat by the fire and
had threatened her with a nameless ill. It was the face of
one whose mind seemed to have gone back into the years and
who may have been seeking to recall something that might
have borne a resemblance to the beautiful features of the
woman who sat before him. And the thought came into his
mind, with a feeling of anger allied to it perhaps, that it was
not strange that Mr. Arncliffe should have married her.

During the Victim’s brief absence a silence grew be-
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tween Mrs. Arncliffe and her guest. He was thinking of
her marriage with Mr. Arncliffe, and, strangely enough,
still with that angry feeling connected with the thought;
she was again debating within herself, as she looked into
the coals, upon the subject of her guest’s identity: and so
the Victim’s return with the cane found them with the
silence still nnbroken between them.

In returning the cane to its owner it was the Victim’s
misfortune to swing it, in a manner, pending that operation.
A sudden wrath shot up into the Captain’s eye, but he
checked himself almost immediately. But in receiving the
cane he fixed the Victim with the fellow to that angry look
wherewith he had glared upon the porter at the railway
station—a very dangerous look when taken in connection
with his physical strength; and with a trembling in his
limbs and a whitey hue breaking through his pink cheeks
the Victim made away hurriedly. Mrs. Arncliffe observed
the man’s manner and its effect upon Captain Vernon.

“I must apologize to you, Captain Vernon,” she said,
¢ for whatever of disrespect may have appeared in the ser-
vant’s manner. My servants are quite beyond my control.
They have a wholesome fear of Mr. Arncliffe, but not, un-
fortunately, of me.”

“But for your presence, Mrs, Arncliffe,” he returned, “I
should possibly have broken that rascal in two. But if he
has ever lacked in respect for you, I would esteem it an
honor, with your permission, to beat him into a knowledge
of his station.”

‘What with the earnestness of his tone, and what with that
dark look in his eye, Mrs. Arncliffe hastened to say, “ Oh,
no, Captain; you quite mistake. His action arises from
thoughtlessness. My servants never fail in proper respect
for me. I only meant to say that I could not cause them
to fear me, as Mr. Arncliffe scems to think they should do.”
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There was so much of antagonism between her appear-
ance and any awakening of fear to be caused thereby;
there was so much about her that might arouse another
feeling.in even the inost obdurate heart, that Captain Ver-
non could only bow in his old deferential manner and look
what he did not choose to speak.

“Mr. Arncliffe is absent from Framleigh, I believe ?”
was what he said when he next spoke.

“Yes. He represents a borough in one of the western
counties and is absent on business connected with it.”

“ When will he return, madam ?”

“It would be hard to say, Captain Vernon. I do not
kuow that he bas any fixed idea upon that subject. He
may return to-morrow ; he may not return before Christ-
mas.”

‘Then Captain Vernon fell into a little reverie. He might
have been reverting to the subject of his conversation,
the night before, with Blacker; or he might have
been thinking of his companion ; for he was looking at her
abstractedly. But in another instant he had roused him-
self, and he rose to take his departure with an apology for
having detained her so long.

Mrs. Arncliffe accompanied him to the hall-door. As he
went through the hall she hesitated to ask him to visit at
Framleigh-Place again. She had no special reason for
this except a feeling that it would have been difficult for
her to analyze. The suddenness of the introduction, the
Captain’s manner, the mystery connected with him, all
united to cause her hesitation., But whatever her hesita-
tion, be exhibited none. For as he stood at the threshold
of the front door, he said, speaking with his habitual ease,
“May I have the honor of paying my respects at some fu-
ture day, Mrs. Arncliffe ?”

He was indulging in a hypocrisy of society when he said
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this, and he knew it. Else what had he meant when he
had said to Blacker, ‘If, when she shall know who 1 am
and the demand that I shall make upon her, she should
spurn me, let her look to it’?-

But these words were to Mrs. Arncliffe as if they had
never been spoken; and so she did not recognize in Cap-
tain Vernon, as he stood there with the smooth smile upon
his face, the man who might have uttered them. But
when she answered him, she said, “I shall be happy to see
you again, Captain Vernon.”

He acknowledged her acquiescence with a courtly bow
and walked down the steps. She stood at the door until
he had entered his carriage and had driven away. Stood
there with a strange fascination upon her, to see him driving
past the statues, and through the gate, and out into the
‘highway toward Alderley. Stood there to catch a last
" - glimpse of him turning back to look at her, as he waved a
farewell with his hand. :

Then she went slowly in, with a brightness in her eye
that had grown apace whilst watching him, and the great
hall-door of Framleigh closed on the last guest of all those
who had crossed and recrossed its threshold that day.
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. CHAPTER IIL
COUNTING TREASURES.

WHEN Captain Vernon, late of her Majesty’s service,
drove away from the park and the fountain and the
statues of Framleigh-Place and left the vision of Mrs. Arn-
cliffe, standing beside the marble pillars, behind him, he
did not immediately return to the house in Balfour-street.
He drove, by a road that diverged from the highway, into a .
little patch of woods, and as he urged Black Dick to his
utmost speed he skirted for a mile the broad lands of Fram-
leigh. Here and there the small farms of Mr. Arncliffe’s
tenantry dotted the country-side. Here and there the elm
and the oak waved their branches above him, and from
what he saw in his drive he formed a just conclusion of
the influende that might spring from the possession of these
great estates.

Turning over in his mind the chances of the exercise of
that influence in his behalf, the need of which to right him
once more he had declared in his conversation with Blacker,
_ he drove on until his attention was attracted to a number of

men on the road ahead of him who appeared to be perform-
ing some heavy labor. Some of these men were engaged
in lifting, and some were carrying loads, and others were
hammering at a frame-work which he could barely discern..
As he drew near them he perceived that the road led up to
a wooden bridge which crossed at that point a precipitous
ravine. He checked the horse and alighted to observe the
locality. It was a strange feature of the earth’s surface
running irregularly for a hundred yards or more, deep in the
_ centre and growing shallow toward the ends. The bottom
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was rocky and there were rocks jutting out from the jagged,
precipitous sides, and as Captain Vernon held by a bush
and looked over into it—with its perilous fall of sixty feet
or more—he drew away from the edge with a shudder and
walked to where the men were at work.

There was a great quantity of iron, in the shape of rails
and stout chains and fluted columns, lying around, and the
labor upon which the men were engaged was evidently the
oonstruction of an iron suspension bridge over the chasm.
The novelty of the work in this retired spot, for the road
was not strictly a public one, induced the Captain to ques-
tion a man who seemed to be superintending the work of
the others. He asked if that were a public bridge he was
building? The man said no; the land belonged to Mr.
Arncliffe, and the bridge was a fancy of his. Then the
Captain thought that was an expensive fancy and said as
much; but Mr. Arncliffe could doubtless afford. the lnxury
as he was a rich man. And then he asked if there were
any record in the neighborhood of how the earth’s surface
had become indented by the abyss in that manner ?

Captain Vernon had no reason to ask this question. For
often, when a boy, he had explored its depths, and he knew
then, a8 he knew now, that generations of men for centu-
ries had grown up and had lived and had died in ignorance
of its origin. But he listened with much apparent interest
as the man told him nothing more nor less than what he
had known for so many years—that no tradition existed as
to its origin, that it had been there for hundreds of years
just as it was then, and that a desolate memory hung about
it by reason of the fact that long ago two great lords of
rival houses had fought a bloody combat with rapiers be-
tween its gloomy walls, in which both had been slain, and
that the place was ever afterward known as the Baron’s
Grave.
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“ A man might die, if he should go too near the edge of
that cliff; without the aid of swords ?”” said Captain Vernon
suggestively, when the man had told him this.

- % Aye, sit. A man might fall over into it and nothing
could save him.” And then he turned away, touching his
hat, to attend to the workmen.

The Captain loitered about for a little while, examining
the work. Then, with a word or two to the superintendent
in the way of parting, he resumed his seat and drove back
by the route he had come.

He was not so disposed to look about him during the
ride back as he had been when driving along the same road
a half-hour before. His face wore a thoughtful look
as he flitted between the trees that lined the road and
as he passed the neat hedges of the little farms. Was
he thinking of what he had been told of the possibility
of a man’s falling into the Baron’s Grave and of his not
surviving it? Was he thinking of the parlor of Fram-
- leigh-Place and of the woman who had stood before him
with her eyes bent upon the carpet when his shadow fell
upon her? Or was he thinking of the house in Balfour-
street and of the old man whom he had left there that
morning, looking out of the window of the room in which
be was born, and who, he knew, was patiently awaiting his
return ? ’ .

Whatever his thoughts, they did not seem of a kind to
call forth any of the bitterness of his nature; and his
face was as calm as it was thoughtful when the statues and
the fountain fell upon his sight. He looked toward the
house and at the great hall-door; but if he had expected to
see the flutter of the pale silk dress that he had left in the
doorway, when he had driven away, he was disappointed.
There was nothing there to lead him to look a secoud
time, and 8o he plied Black Dick with whip and voice until
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the statues were lost in the distance and the intervening
trees had hidden the house from his sight.

And now he stands once more before the house in Bai-
four-street, and once more the dust falls upon him from the
lion’s head as he enters and closes the door after him.
Through the dark passage with its musty smell of age; up
the creaking stairway with its damp and mouldy papering
on the wall; into the room in which he was born, he walks. -
He looks around for the old man, but he is not there. But
his eye falls upon the portrait above the mantelpiece. He
gazes at it reverently and speaks aloud.

“If I could have found one woman in the world like her—
one woman to change my nature and to teach me to under-
stand the good, I might have been a better man.”

A strange speech to come from bis lips—strange in its
melancholy, strange in its forgetfulness of self and strange
in its tenderness; but he is strangely changed since the
pight before. Then he looks again at the portrait and
turns away quietly, seeking the door. Now he is in the
dark passage again, and he opens another door gently,
searching for his companion. . He stands on the threshold
and looks in. It is the old man’s room and he is in there
busy about something. Upon the floor he has placed a
box and he is seated in a chair bending overit. He has
taken something from this box and he holds it in his hand
looking at it tenderly.

What is it? Can Captain Vernon, standing there in the
dark doorway, distinguish what is in the old man’s hand—
or does his heart tell him ? ,

It is nothing but a worn, faded slipper; but the old
man touches it as gently as if it were a frail and priceless
work of art. Now the bending figure puts the shoe in his
lap and takes from the box something else which he holds
- up 8o that the light from the window may fall upon it, and
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as he does this Captain Vernon, watching him, hears him
speaking.

“In the whole country around there is only one hand
this little glove will fit. In the whole country around there
is not another hand like hers;” and then the glove is put
away, by the side-of the little shoe, in his lap, and his hand
is busy in the box again.

The tall figure at the door looks on silently. Could it
be given to disembodied spirits to take part, from the vast-
ness of eternity, in what concerns the trausitory passage of
this life, and could it be given to his dead mother's spirit
to look down from beyond the stars upon him standing
there it might rejoice at the change that has come over
him. For the traces of passion and cruelty upon his face
have worn away and in their stead has come a look of re-
morse. Remorse for a life worse than uselessly spent.
Remorse for the sorrow he had brought to his mother’s
heart before she died and left him, a wayward, reckless boy.
Remorse for whatever of grief attaches to the failing years
and gray hairs of the old man who sits before him count-
ing his treasures. Remorse for the evil he had meditated
against the woman whom he calls “Mrs. Arncliffe,” and of
whom the old man speaks as “ Bertha.”

With this softening influence upon him, he advances into
the room., The old man is too intent upon what he is do-
ing to notice his entrance; and so the Captain stands be-
hind him for a moment and looks into the box. He sees a
singular medley there. Old books and ribbons, and scraps
of paper with writing upon them. The books are fingered
and soiled and secem to have been books in which a child
had learnt its first lessons. The ribbons, too, are crum-
pled and faded, and they seem, too, as if a child had worn
them about her slender waist or had twined them in her
hair. Upon the scraps of paper the writing is large and
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uncertain—the writing of a child who is laboring through
the rudiments.

‘When Captain Vernon has seen these things he lays his
hand gently upon the old man’s shoulder. *Blacker,” he
says, “don’t you know that I have come back ?”

The old man turns with a look of fear and huddles the
glove and the shoe into the box.

“] beg pardon, Arthur.. I did not hear you come in,”
he says, submissively. Then he sees that there is a kinder
look than usual upon the Captain’s face and he takes cour-
age to say, “See here, Arthur. These are all I have to re-
mind me, when alone, of Bertha.”

‘With his eye upon the box, the Captain speaks to him.
“Don’t let my presence deter you in your examination,” he
says. “Come: I will sit down with you and we will look
over the box together.”

Blacker opens the box again and together they take out,
one by one, the articles it contains; and if the old man ex-
amines them with a tender interest and touches them with
a gentle care, Captain Vernon is not less intent or less
careful. He takes a strange delight in knowing what the
box contains—especially strange for him who scorns senti-
ment and is disposed to laugh at exhibitions of it. But
now he respects these feelings of his companion, for in his
own mind these poor, faded trifles upon which he looks are
connected with the memory of the blue eyes and fair hair
of the woman who had owned them when a child.

He has taken the glove from the box, and as his hand
closes softly on it he says, “Where did yon get these
things, Blacker ?”

Blacker is glad to tell him of how they came into his
possession, for he is glad that his companion should speak
kindly about them and appear to take an interest in them.

“You know, Arthur,” he says, “I have always lived in
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Bertha’s neighborhood. Thad been living near Mrs. Archi-
bald’s in Westmoreland ever since that time when—". He
stops for a momerit to pass his hand across his brow.

“ Never mind that, Blacker. We can’t help that now.
Go on.”

“ While she was living at Mrs. Archibald’s,” the old man
continues, “I lived in the village near by. And I have
often stood, when nobody would observe me, by the fence
of the play-ground while the girls were at play, looking at
her and thinking how beautiful she was and how innocent
she looked.” He again passes his hand over his forehead
and his mind appears to be dwelling on the time to which
he refers.

“Well 2” says the Captain kindly.

“It was during one of the summer vacations, and when
Mrs. Archibald had gone down to the seacoast to spend
the holidays, that I remained in the village before follow-
ing them. For I thought, then, how happy I would be—
at least how much happier with it than without it—if I
could but get from the house something that had been
Bertha's, something by which to remember her when she
was away from my sight.”

The Captain’s hand closes again “upon the glove, and as
he looks at it he murmurs, “ Yes, something by which to
remember her when she is away from your sight.”

“So I went to the housekeeper, after Mrs. Archibald’s
departure, and told her I had a fancy for old books and
ribbons and rubbish about the house that might be thrown

.away. Isaid I would pay the servants for what I chose

out of the lot, and when they brought me the old school
books I took those that had her name in them, and I also
took the ribbons and the gloves and a gown or two that
she had worn. They all said I was mad; but as I paid
them ‘well for their trouble, they were always willing to
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bring me what I asked. And that is how I got them to-
gether, Arthur.”

The Captain holds the glove lingeringly in his hand as
if reluctant to part with it. But finally he places it with
the other little relics which Blacker had gathered and
closes the cover of the box.

‘While the old man is making the box fast, Captain Ver-
non becomes, for a moment, abstracted: Then he twirls
bhis moustache and a suggestion of his natural manner
asserts itself. “ Why do you not ask me about my visit to
Framleigh ?” he asks.

Turning the key in the lock and with his head bent over
his work, Blacker makes answer, “ Because I was waiting
for you to tell me of it. I know that you do not like to be
questioned.”

“True, Blacker, I do not like to be questioned. I saw
Mrs. Arncliffe to-day. I saw her surrounded by the great-
est in the land, and no one there, Blacker, could have told
buat that she was born to the station she fills.” .

He cannot see the eager look pervading the face of the
old man bending over the lock—the look that changes to
exultation as he ceases speaking. The key is heard to turn
apparently ; but the box is locked finally and put away on
the shelf Then when that is done, the- old man says with
& proud look upon him, “So she looks as if she were born
to it, does she? I wish that I were worthy of her—God
bless her!”

“ Had she been born to all the splendor that surronnds
her she could not have been better able to carry out the
duties of her position. If her happy fortune has been to
see the world at her feet, or if she has become possessed of
the power to compel society’s adulation, she is worthy of it.
Had she married a king, Blacker, instead of marrying a sim-
ple gentleman, she would have been worthy of the throne.”

3
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The old man gazes at him with the same eager expres-
sion. There are tears in his eyes but he does not feel them
there and on his face rests the proud look it had worn when
he said, “ God bless her!”

Captain Vernon continues speaking. He is looking
through the window and beyond, from where he sits, and
he is thinking of the great house and of the woman whose
‘reverie he had interrupted when he found her sitting wearily
upon the sofa. “You know what I am, Blacker, and what
I have been. But perhaps you do not know all that I am—"
a fierce look springs to his eyes as he utters these words,
but it passes away quickly; “and yet I felt, bad as I know
myself to be, when I stood in her presence, that I could
be a better man if the world would keep its hands from
me.”

The old man rises from his chair and bends on his knee
before him. ‘“Arthur! if you have done wrong in any-
thing—and neither of us is guiltless on that score—if you
have committed one action in your long years of wandering
to which you look back with remorse, pray to be forgiven
and live to a better life and a better appreciation of your
fellows. For your dead mother’s sake forget what you
have been and live for what you may be!” The old man
speaks impetuously. For he sees a vision of the reckless
man whom he had fostered when a boy forsaking, in the
future, the paths of evil and turning to the good. And he
sees in the same future the vision of the woman whom he
calls “Bertha” freed from his toils and no longer the ob-
ject of plots and conspiracies,

“I cannot change the past, Blacker,” returns Captain
Vernon. “Dark as it is, it may not be darker than what
is in store for me. But when I look back I do not see that
I have always caused the evils I have known. I do see,
that sometimes, in those fierce struggles with the world, I
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was not always the aggressor. 1 can remember the time
when I was not ashamed to bear my father’s name; but
when I reflect upon the causes that led me to abandon it, I
am not afraid to say that, guilty as I have been, the cursed
spirit that dogs a man to perdition and which follows him
up with its persecutions has been just as much to blame. I
care not for what the future may bring with it. Whatever
it may be, I have a heart to meet it, Blacker.”

The old man listens in silence and does not interrupt
him ; and Captain Vernon goes on speaking.

“When I said I might be a better man if the world
would let me, I meant what I said. When I went away
from this house to commence that conflict of life which all
young men must commence, what follies or sins I may
then have possessed were strengthened by contact with my
fellows. Because I was passionate they resisted me. Be-
cause I was strong and reckless I crushed them when I was
provoked. Had they been lenient with me I might have
understood, better, those duties we all owe to each other;
but now they have done their worst with me, and, if they
could, they would hunt me down!” He looked fiercely at
the door as if expecting some enemy to enter and confront
him. Under the influence of the memories that are upon
him, and in his hatred of his fellows, his face has passed
from remorse to passion and the scar upon his cheek burns
red and angry. For upon his mind is resting a vision of
the past—the vision which from the shrouded years rose
up when he sat musing before the fire, under the painted
1mage of his dead mother, and seared his brain with its -
crimson hues!

When he speaks again, he says to the old man bm,erly,
“You have your treasures, Blacker, and so have I mine.
If you hoard up with a miser’s care the relics you have of
her to whom you dare not speak and at whom you scarce
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dare look, I too have my treasures—memories of what the
world has done for me and of what I.owe it !”

Then he rises in his gloomy mood and through the dark
passage seeks his room. The old man listens to him as he
strides through the hall and speaks to himself,

“Did he tell Bertha all—and if he did, what did Bertha
say ?” is the question the old man asks himself.
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CHAPTER IV.
MR. BLACKER GOES UPON AN EMBASSY.

Ixn the few days that elapse after his visit to Framleigh-
Place, Captain Vernon does not appear upon the streets of
Alderley. In the few days that are left to the sun of Oc-
tober to shine before it enters upon the cycle of November,
he is closed in the house in Balfour-street and the dust
does not fall from the lion’s head in answer to his presence.
The orders he has given to Blacker upon the subject of the
arrangements of the household are so far followed that the
laundress and the man from the public house with the day’s
meals appear at the front door at stated intervals, handing
in or receiving what it is necessary that they should hand
in or receive, and what work is to be performed inside is
attended to by a simple-minded young woman whom
Blacker, with Captain Vernon's permission, has secured
from a neighboring asylum for orphans, and who, being
possessed by long habit of the belief that the inside of four
walls is a refuge from all worldly perils, and that beyond

_these ogres, and giants, and evil-minded dwarfs are con-
stantly lying in ambush, does not appear upon the street
unless specially directed, and contents herself with tran-
sitory views of life from the lofty stand-point of the dor-
mer windows.

Captain Vernon, during these intervening days, is seated
most of the time in the room in which he was born, and the
only companion he has, if companion it may be called, is
the portrait above the mantelpiece. 'When he is there for
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hours, apparently in a reverie, he sometimes rises from his
seat, walks through the passage until he has reached the
door of the old man’s room, and looks in. If the old man
be not there he enters and goes to the window and gazes
out at the prospect. For beyond the town, a mile away,
upon the high ground whereon it stands, he can see,
gleaming through the trees of the park, the white walls of
Framleigh, and, if the day.be a fine one, he may also catch
glimpses of the statues and of the fountains. When he
bas stood there for a little while with the softened look
upon his face, he takes from his pocket a glove (the glove
the old man had counted among his treasures) and looks
at it tenderly. Tenderly, if the look had been from a wo-
man’s eyes ; strangely tenderly as coming from his. And
then he gazes again at the white walls, at the statues and
at the fountain, and, piercing with his mind’s eye the inter-
vening marble and masonry, he sees the vision of the gentle
face which he knows is moving about the house with the
flush that had mounted to it when he stood between it and
the light of day.

When he has observed these things in this way, some-
times by the hour together, he places the glove in his
pocket and walks along the passage once more to his room
and seats himself before his table. The table is littered
with a great mass of paper. Some of it is in manuscript,
and some yet remains to be written upon. If Captain
Vernon be answering letters he must needs have many
correspondents; for all day (when he is not in the old man’s
room looking out of the window) he is engaged in writing,
page after page. But it is noticeable that he does not seem
satisfied with what he has written; for very frequently he
reads over a great deal of the writing when finished, and
crushes the paper in his hand with a frown and then throws
it into the fire.
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Sometimes (but not often, for he seems disposed to be
alone during these days) he sends for the old man, saying
that he wishes to speak with him. The topic of th¢se con-
versations is invariably Mrs. Arncliffe.

If the Captain be, occasionally, in one of his passionate
moods—such moods as come upon him when he crushes in
his hand, and throws into the fire, what he has written—
when he commences to speak of the woman the thought of
whom is always resting upon his mind, he forgets, or scems
to forget, the cause of his trouble. In these moments he
tells Blacker that he did not have the heart, in his inter-
view with Mrs. Arncliffe, to approach her upon the matter
that had brought him to Alderley; that he will not do
aught, or say aught, to bring sorrow to her; that if, in the
course of time, he should think it necessary to secure Mr.
Arncliffe’s influence, he will speak, but not to her ; that if
her prond husband, in knowing the truth, should upbraid
her for that of which she is guiltless and which she could
not prevent, the making known of this cause of dissension
should not come from his—the Captain’s—lips.

Then is the old man happy. For when Captain Vernon
speaks in this manner, upon his mind breaks again the
hope of a happy future for him and for her.

It was after a conversation of this kind that one day the
Captain said to Blacker, “ Would you like to see Mrs. Arn-
cliffe and speak to her and touch her hand ?”

Why did he ask that question? To do this has been the
old man’s dream for years, and often in conversation with
Captain Vernon has he spoken of it. But he answered,
with a shade upon his face, “If I could do that and tell
her what is on my heart and hear her say ‘I forgive you,’
I think I could die happy, Arthur.”

“If you were to see her now, it must not be as you speak
of. Time must work out its revenges. When the moment
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shall come—for it must come at last—all will be made
clear, and you may then hear her say, ‘I forgive you.'”
He paases for a moment and looks in his abstracted way
into the fire. Then he turns to the old man and eays,
¢ Blacker, you shall go and see Mrs. Arncliffee I do not
feel in & humor to visit to-day. A week has passed since I
told her I would call again.”

“Go?” returned the old man eagerly; “but how ?”

“How? Go and apologize to her for my failure to call.
Say you are my friend—that I am ill and sent you to in-
quire after her health, That will suffice.”

« It will suffice for you and for me; but will it suffice for
her? May she not think my presence an intrusion and
speak to me coldly? Remember, she does not know me.”

“You need not fear that. If you present yourself be-
fore her as my friend, that will be a suflicient introduction.
If I thought her a vain, frivolous woman I would not risk
it. She is not like others. - Go, and do not betray your-
self.” :

If Captain Vernon’s purpose were to afford Blacker an
opportunity to speak with Mrs. Arncliffe, he gave no evi-
dence of that purpose. He spoke in his usual way, and the
old man knew his nature too well to question him as to his
reasons, :

“If you go to Framleigh,” continned the Captain, “ are
you quite certain that you can command yourself? If you
see her face to face and listen to her voice, are you sure
that you will not betray yourself and cause her to think
strangely of you and of me? Because if you are not quite
sure of this you had better not venture.”

It was a hard thing to do, Blacker said; but he believed
he could do it. He would go through a great deal and
venture much for the happiness of seeing her and speaking
to her.
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“Then go. Remember what transpires and when you
return tell me of the interview.” '

The old man leaves Captain Vernon striding back and
forth in his room. He goes through the passage and down
the stairs and out of the front door into the street, and then
walks briskly away.

The sun was shining with a pleasant glow, and the people
who were out seemed cheerful enough; but the sun ap-
peared more brilliant, and the people more cheerful, than
ever before. The town-clock, ringing out the hour, rang
with a blithe and merry peal as he listened to it; and the
sound it brought to his ear was the sound of the name up-
permost in his heart—Bertha,

Through the streets of the town, out into the broad fields,
and on the high-way that led to Framleigh, he walked ; and
his steps were cheered by the chirrup of the little birds
that hopped from branch to branch—Ilittle birds that chirped
to one another and twittered to the wild-flowers growing
on the roadside the same story of Bertha, Bertha!

It was in the heavens and in the air and in the streets of
the town. It was in every balmy wind that passed him by
and in every beautiful thing that met his sight. It was
sung in the song of birds in the trees; it blushed in the
leaves of the wild roses clinging to the hedges on either
side of him ; it was carried away on the breath of the au-
tumnal winds sighing around him—carried away to meet
other breezes which received it; carried away to circle
through the whole world and to proclaim to other birde
and flowers the goodness and beauty and tenderness of
Bertha! '

The little birds have followed him through the gates of
the park, along the walks, among the statues, and up to
the marble steps of the great house; and there they leave
him. He passes his hand across his brow in his old way,
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and then ascends the steps and stands at the entrance to
the house.

In answer to his ring the door opens and discloses the
face of the Martyr, who, from a certain wildness about the
eye and a tendency to blink at the sight of the sun, appears
to have been aroused from a profound repose.

“Can Mrs. Arncliffe be seen this morning; is she at
home ?” inquires the old man of the apparition that he has
evoked by the ringing of the bell.

The sunlight shining in his eye and the question put to
him by Blacker have aroused the Martyr. He isewide
awake now and leans against the casing of the door with
an easy grace as he makes answer in a leisurely way.

“Mrs. Arncliffe is at home. I don’t know whether Mrs.
Arncliffe can be seen or not.” He furnishes this informa-
tion after a conversational fashion, and scratches his chin
softly with his finger, pursing up his lips as he does so,
with a contemplative look at Blacker’s hat. A moment or
two elapses in this way. Finally, as the Martyr gives no
evidence of life save to stretch his neck to one side and to
look over the old man’s head, as if attracted by something
in the top of the nearest tree, Blacker tries him once more.

“If Mrs. Arncliffe be at home, and be visible, tell her
that a gentleman is below who would wish to see her for a
few moments.” '

The Martyr’s eye slowly comes down from its inspection
of the tree and settles again upon the rim of Blacker’s hat.
Then he yawns, as if laboring under a depression of spirits,
and says, between a gulp and a choke, “Jeemes.”

There is no one else there that Blacker can see, and he is
therefore a little uncertain as to whom or to what the Mar-
tyr'’s language tends; but becoming aware of a shuffling of
feet and a certain thick utterance of sounds, taking the
shape of words, from the hall, he conceives, rightly, that
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the Martyr’s speech has reference to the owner of the shuf-
_fling feet and the broken utterance.

“ What's up now, I wonder!” says the voice, angrily.
“ Can’t you let a fellow sleep, Id like to know ?”

“Look-a-here,” .returns the Martyr, looking over his
shoulder into the hall. “I say! ain’t you awake yet?
Ain’t a hour long enough for you to sleep? You’re a nice
one, you are! I say! stir around there, will you ?”

Thus invoked, the invisible owner of the shuffling feet
rejoins, scornfully, “ Who’s a nice one, I'd like to know ?”

“ Why, you’re a nice oue, you are,” from the Martyr.

“I am, am I?” from the voice.

“Isay! are you a-moving? If you was a dog I'd know
how to move you!” from the Martyr.

“ Oh, ah! how would yon move me if I was a dog, if
that’s what you’re up to ?”” comes in a sarcastic tone, joined
with a hollow laugh, from the hidden speaker.

. “I'd kick you: that’s how.”

A deadly silence follows this intimation from the Martyr,
and Blacker takes occasion to say, “I would like very
much to know whether Mrs. Arngjiffe can be seen.”

The owner of the shufling feet (who has apparently been
stretching and otherwise refreshing himself after his slum-
ber, partly by gaping and stamping with both feet on the
carpet, and partly by sneezing) is now heard moving up
the stairway, to carry tlie old man’s message. He stops,
however, for a moment, to say morosely, “ Ain’t the gentle-
man got no name, nor card, nor nothink ?”

“ Never mind the name or the card,” says the old man,
speaking vaguely over the Martyr’s shoulder. “Mrs, Arn-
cliffe does not know my name. Merely say that a gen-
tleman wishes to see her a moment.” Whereupon the
Martyr (as if the other had not heard Blacker’s answer)
volnnteers the information that the gentleman hasn’t any
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need of cards and what-not, and that there is no use in men-
tioning names; and then continues leaning against the door-
way, whistling slowly and apparently engaged in taking a
mental inventory of the statues.

There is now a little interval of waiting, during which
Blacker, to whom no invitation to enter has been extended
by the Martyr, contemplatively immersed in the prospect,
walks with his hand behind him, to and fro, in front of the
door. But finally, the erst invisible owner of the voice—
made visible now in the shape of the Gorgeous Victim—
comes down the stairway and imparts the knowledge, in a
surly way, that Mrs. Arncliffe says the gentleman is to
wait for her, and that she will see him presently. Then,
with the Victim preceding him, with more of an air of be-
ing imposed upon and taken advantage of than ever, and
the Martyr still studying the view before him with a medi-
tative eye, Blacker is shown into the drawing-room, there
to wait until Mrs. Arncliffe shall come down.

Lett to himself, the old man looked about him with a
very proud and gratified expression. More particularly
did he fix his eye uponWhe portrait of Mr. Arncliffe, and he
was still gazing at it when the door opened and Mrs. Arn-
cliffe appeared. Blacker recalled, in her presence, what
Captain Vernon had asked him: whether he were sure he
could command himself if he stood face to face with Mrs.
Arncliffe. He remembered these words, and the fear of dis-
pelling the happiness of thin moment strengthened him to
go through with what he had been deputed to say to her.
But if he had steeled his outward self against all detection,
on her part, of the pride and the love with which he looked
at her when she entered, that pride still roxe up in his
breast and filled hix whole being. For there before him, so
close to him that he could touch her hand, was she who
entered into his thoughts by day and his dreams by night ;

]
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she to whom had once belonged the treasures he hoarded
so sacredly; she who filled his daily conversations with
Captain Vernon, and for whom he had no other name than
¢ Bertha.” Had he obeyed the impulse of his heart alone,
he might have fallen at her feet and worshipped her. Had
he spoken to her as every thought and desire in his mind
dictated, he would have bent before her and, on his knees,
would have implored forgiveness for the sin which the dead
years shronded, but which remorse made an ever present
reproach to him. Had he forgotten who he was, and what
he was, and the proud name she bore; had he forgotten the
greatness that surrounded her life and the obscurity in
which he dwelt, and, had he ceased to remember, above all
else, the man who sat in the house in Balfour-street, under
whose eye his mind lost its will and his arm its strength,
he might have told her of that which she, too, when
apart from the world and its heartlessness, wept over and
yearned to know. But whatever may have been the
thought uppermost in his mind, or whatever the expiation,
unaccomplished a8 yet, which may have come from the ex-
pression of that thought in words, these found no birth in
his speech when the door opened and Mrs. Arncliffe stood
before him. He had come to Framleigh merely as Capmin
Vernon’s representative, and as such he would remain to
the end of the interview. .

“I must apologize to you, Mra. Arncliffe,” he said, when
‘the mistress of Framleigh had seated herself, ¢ for what
may seem an unwarrantable intrusion upon your privacy.
Bat I hope for your forgiveness when you shall know that
I have called this morning in behalf of my friend Captain
Horace Vernon.”

She bent her head slightly; possibly to hide the rising
color in her cheek.

. %1 have come,” Blacker pursued, “to bear to you Cap-
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tain Vernon’s apologies for not having called upon you
since the day of his visit and to say that ill health must
plead his excuse.”

“Captain Vernon is not seriously ill, I trust.”

“Not seriously, Mrs. Arncliffe. When he returned. to
AMerley on the day of your reception he appeared ill at
case. I live with him in the same house and I noticed
that. He has not been on the street since that day.”

She listened to him intently. With her fingers idly toy-
ing with a fold of her dress she replied to her visitor’s re-
mark.

“You say that Captain Vernon lives with you? Have
you known him long ?”

“T have known him from his infancy.”

“Then you know his nature, I should fanoy—inti-
mately.”

.%“ Better, perhaps, than he does himself, Mrs. Arncliffe.”

" He spoke as if oppressed with a hidden care. She her-
self was not without her unspoken thoughts, for about her
manner was an uncertainty which betrayed itself in the
trifling with her dress. To the old man it seemed so
natural that any one who knew Captain Vernon should
speak of hlm, and perhaps, also, it seemed so natural, by
association in his mind with other matters, that Mrs. Arn-
cliffe should refer to him, that he accounted for her manner
by reflecting upon the peculiar influence Captain Vernon
exerted upon all with whom he was brought in contact—
that, and a certain arrogance of tone with which he habitu-
ally spoke and which caused him to be remembered and to
become the topic of conversation. When he considered,
also, that, beyond Sir John Eden’s introduction of the Cap-
. tain, Mrs. Arncliffe knew nothing of his history, he was not
surprised to hear her say, “ Captain Vernou was presented
to me at my last reception by a friend of mine. You will
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understand my curiosity when I ask you, who know him,
who he is ?”

To this question, Blacker, remembering Captain Yernon’s
injunction to him on the night of his arrival, replied, in the
formula given by the Captain himself for his guidance, “ He
is late of her Majesty’s service.”

It struck him as being somewhat strange that she should
have been the first to make that inquiry. In the mystery
that enveloped him and ber and Captain Vernon, was he
adding, he thought with a pang, to that mystery by this
answer? Was he leading her astray, he thought, in re-
peating what he had been told to say if he were asked any
question as to his— the Captain’s—identity ? He knew
that Captain Vernon had, at one time, been in the army,
but it was not under the name he had assumed since his
retarn to England. Besides, had not Captain Vernon said
that he had been cashiered for violating the regulations of
the service? And then again, what had he meant when he
had said that perhaps Blacker did not know all that he
was? What had he meant by “ all,” and did that remark
bave any connection with the name he had assumed ?

These doubts came thickly, and for the first time, upon
the old man’s mind. In his helplessness at that moment he
felt that it would be far better if he were away from the
gentle face of the woman who listened to him—away, so
that no word of his should involve her in the dark mystery
that brooded in the dust of the house in Balfour-street.

Mrs. Arncliffe observed his perplexity, and to relieve him
said, “ Perhaps my question was indiscreet. I should not
have asked it.”

“ Ob, no, Mrs. Arncliffe,” he hastened to answer. “I
think it but, natural that you should wish to know who the
Captain is.”

Even as he uttered these words he recalled Ca.pta.m Ver-
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ron’s warning to him, not*to betray himself when brought
face to face with Mrs. Arncliffe. )

With her hand again at work folding and refolding the
dress, and her eyes following the motion of her hand, Mrs,
Arncliffe resumed her questioning.

“Since you have no objection to speak of Captain Ver-
non,” she went on, “I will ask you another question: Is he
not of a strange nature ? Is he not cruel in disposition and
careless of pain in others? You have known him from his
infancy—you must be aware of his nature.”

The troubled look came again upon the old man’s face as
she spoke. 'Whht had Captain Vernon said or done in her
presence to induce her to ask him that? But as he could
not lead her astray in thig, he replied truthfully.

“I say to you, Mrs. Arncliffe, what I would not say to
others. I speak of him to you as I know him. He is both
cruel and dangerous. He is passionate in disposition and
fearful in his angry moods. He is his own enemy and the
worst enemy of those who care for him.”

Her hand became motionless and she turned her eyes
upon his face. There was a look almost of fear upon her as
she repeated his words.

“His own enemy and the worst enemy of those who care -
for him ?*

“Yes. He has been so from a boy, and age has brought
no change with it. But why do you ask me of his nature ?
Have you seen him in one of his angry humors ?”

There was a wandering expression in her eyes, and she
did not reply immediately. It was as if she were repeating
his words and were dwelling upon their meaning. Bat his
question recalled her to herself, and she answered with as
much indifference in her manner as she could command.

“J asked you that question because I saw in this room
what I conceived to be an exhibition of his true nature.
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One of the servants had offended him by his manner, T
shall never forget the look he fixed upon the man. It was
cruel and angry and dangerous. Oh, so cruel, I shudder to
think of it!” '

She spoke more as if she were finding words in excuse for
her question than as giving a true reason for what she had
asked, and the inattentive look came into her eyes when she
ceased.

There was a silence between them for a little while
which the old man did not break with words. Through
the slightly open window-blind a yellow ray from the Oc-
tober sun pierced the darkened room and fell upon her hair,
tipping it with a golden lustre. Her cheek was resting

“upon her hand and her eyes were fixe& mechanically upon
the rose in the carpet. IHe looked at her, and at the solitary
ray falling upon her, and to his mind it seemed like a halo
resting upon her. The long self-control that he had exer-
cised whilst in her presence was beginning to yield to the
mysterious longing that was a part of his existence—the
longing to tell her all and to plead for her forgiveness. Ile
felt that, if he should remain longer in her presence, Cap-
tain Vernon’s warning would be forgotten and that he
would betray himself in speech or manner; and so he rose
to take his leave of her.

As she stood before him, a yearning crept into his heart
—a passionate desire to touch with his lips the little hand
resting upon the batk of the chair in which she had been
sitting. He thought of her goodness and gentleness ; how
she had becn the patient watcher at the sick-beds of the
poor among Mr. Arncliffe’s tenantry ; how that same hand
had often held thé soothing drink to fevered lips which
were too weak even to thank her; he remembered how all
the country around prayed for heaven’s blessing upon her
when her name was mentioned among them, and it em-
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boldened him to say to her, “If, Mrs. Arncliffe, scarce
knowing you as I do, I should presume upon your goodness
to ask you that which might offend you, may I still rely
upon that goodness to acquit me? You are the good angel
of those here in Alderley who have no other friend but
you. It is your hand that brings comfort to the afflicted
and the weary of heart. It is your hand that feeds the
poor and gives raiment to the ountcast beggar on the high-
way. It is your hand that is lifted only to raise from
the dust and never to humble—may I kiss that hand, Mrs.
Arncliffe ?”

There was no false shame about her. She did not frown
and draw herself haughtily away from the old man bending
so submissively before her as he spoke; but she held out
her hand to him and said with a smile, “ What little I do
you value too highly. What little I do is little enough
circumstanced as I am, with all these riches about me.
But here is my hand, sir; you may kiss it if you like.”
He bent and touched it lightly with his lips. And as he
did so, he, too, besought heaven’s blessing upou her.

And then, almost before she was aware of his departure,
he had left her hastily and was going down the steps into
the sunlight, which seemed less bright than the presence he
had left.

Through the open window she looked at him walking
away, with his head bent upon his breast, and spoke to
herself.

“ A strange friend for Captain Vernon !”

Then, when these words came from her, she wandered
away in a maze of thought. Sitting at the window, she
gazed out upon the rustling trees with their faded livery of
autumn and with the yellow October sun falling upon
them. Motionless for a long time, and with a dreaming
expression in her eyes, there was no evidence of remem-



) 1
THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET. 67

brance about her of the interview that had just closed.
And yet upon that interview her mind was dwelling.
Vaguely, perhaps, and with & faintly-defined purpose in her
thoughts, but still earnestly, intently. It was like a low
wind rising with the decline of a summer day and which
gathers into a tempest with its close. It was like the first
pale warning of the coming dawn, flaming into a fiery hue
with the red sun of the morning. Like these was the
knowledge that, gradually, and with a thrill of shuddering
horror, broke upon her. Still looking out upon the trees of
the park, still motionless in form and feature, the tempest
was rising slowly in her mind, and the flame of a terrible
knowledge was breaking upon her sense, As this knowl-
edge, faint at first and born of her reverie, resolved itself
before her, she clenched her hand until a livid mark was
left where the nails had bruised the flesh and held it for a
while before her eyes. Then, with both hands pressing upon
her bosom, she rose and walked the room. Walking with
a white face and a hasty step, a moan came from her lips,
which was followed by a wringing of her hands and a
wailing cry of Oh, no, no, no! And now, with that wailing
cry intensified into a burst of passionate weeping, she fell
upon her knees before her husband’s portrait and seemed
to beseech it with clasped fingers. With her face buried in
her hands and her fair hair. falling about her cheeks; with
that dreadful excess of tears upon her and the blanched
hue creeping over her neck; she knelt in the abjectness of
her misery, with the storm howling around her and the
larid light of a guilty understanding burning into her
brain.

For, however she wept because of them; however she
prayed to be delivered from the wrong and the sin and the
shame of recalling them ; she could not blot from her mind
the wards that the old man had used in speaking of Captain
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Vernon: He is his own enemy and the worst enemy of
those who care for him. o
And, thinking of those words, these questions, bringing
with them the storm and the flame, rose before her as she
wept in her self-abasement :
Do I care for him? Will he be an enemy of mine ?
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CHAPTER V.
THE RISING OF THE SHADOW.

DO I care for him? Will he be an cnemy of mine ?

Solemn questions, indeed, were these which Mrs. Arn-
cliffe, vainly essaying to shut them out from her, saw rising
before her compelling an answer. Solemn at any time to a
woman’s heart, even when that heart is free to give, and
how much more solemn for her, who had laid her life’s duty
at the feet of another. Giving to them her thought, strug-
gling against the inevitable conclusion upon which she did
not dare to dwell, she still wept as if her tears could wash
away the memory of him who had caused them. Then,
when the sun which had glared fiercely upon her when she
first had sat at the window had so far filled his allotted
course that the shadows were lengthening from the statues
and the trees in the park, she rose from her knees and
sat before the fire with a dreary look upon her colorless
face. BSo sitting, always avoiding that problem and as of-
ten reverting to it; messages had come to her from the
dining-room, saying that dinner awaited her presence.
Messages had come from the coachman, announcing that
the carriage was ready for her evening drive. But she had
waved the messengers away, and the cook dozed over the
fire and the coachman slept on the carriagé-box whilst she
sat and thought.

In that train of thought, and in those self-communings,
ber mind had gone wandering back to other scenmes. It
had gone down to the home she had left when she had as-
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sumed her husband’s name. It had gone dewn to the sea-
side where she had first met Mr. Arncliffe. It had flitted
about the quiet cottage in Westmoreland where dwelt the
woman who had fostered her infancy. It had lingered
lovingly in the churchyard where was the grave of her
mother. It had rested heavily upon the house in Brighton
in which Mr. Arncliffe had asked for her hand.

Every little circumstance that had transpired in those
days came back to her. Her mind dwelt on the long strug-
gle between the dictates of her heart and her sense of what
she owed the woman who had protected her when Mr. Arn-
cliffe had proposed to Mrs. Archibald to make her ward his
wife. She recalled the sacrifice she had made, the anguish
and the tears, and the resolve to do her daty in her allotted
sphere. Bat, in that moment, did she reproach those of
her friends who had urged her to marry Mr. Arncliffe?
No; for she also recalled Mrs. Archibald’s words to her
when she had gone with him to meet her adopted mother
in the arbor. Mrs. Archibald had said to her then: Ber-
tha, if you do not love Mr. Arncliffe, and if you can never
love him as you should love him, do not marry him. Bat
if you do not love him now, and if you think that in some
future day you can be all to him that a wife should be, it
is better that you should be his wife.

There was no reproach, then, in her mind as she sat thus
thinking, against the woman who had spoken these words.
If she had done wrong in marrying Mr. Arncliffe, the
wrong was her own. If she had permitted herself to ac-
cept the solemn responsibility of becoming the wife of a
man whom she did not love, and if she had trusted to the
barren hope that the future would bring that love with it
which she did not give at the altar, she could have no re-
proaches for others, If there were any reproaches to be
uttered, they were to herself for what she had done of her-
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“self'; if there were any tears to be shed, they were to be
shed in expiation of her own conduct.

‘When Mr. Arncliffe had met her in a throng at Brighton,
and had singled her out as his companion for the dance,
and had spoken civilly to her, she had accepted these as the
civilities which society enforces. When, accompanied by a
friend, he sought Mrs. Archibald’s house and became a
visitor there, she saw nothing in this inadmissible in the
ordinary course of social relations. Had she looked into
her heart then, she would have found there no love for him.
She would have found respect for his position and appreci-
ation of his merits—nothing more. She could never have
supposed that the proud exclusive man, who was her senior
by so many years, had any other purpose in his visits
than to express the pleasure he derived from an acquaint-
ance with Mrs. Archibald’s family. Mr. Arncliffe was the
last of his race and was a man eminent in the councils of
the nation. His fortune was in keeping with his position.
From this fact, and from the dignity of his rank, had she
ever thought of him in connection with marriage, she
would more natarally have supposed that, had it been his
desire or intention to marry, he would have chosen a wife
from his own sphere. In addition to which, his connection
with Government would seemingly-have led him, in form-
ing an alliance, to let his choice fall apon & woman who, by
becoming his wife, would strengthen his influence with
that of her family.

Mr. Arncliffe’s conversation when at Mrs. Archibald’s
was nearly always upon the state of the country. Beyond
this he seemed to have no thought; and if occasionally he
would ask Miss Archibald to sing some song that was a
favorite of his, he spoke in 8o courteons a manner and with
so little apparent interest in his tone that she understood
his purpose to be merely that of the well-bred gentleman
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who wished to appear interested in her accomplishments,
The coldness and reserve which was natural to him pre-
cluded the possibility of any great intimacy between Ber-
tha and himself, and although he seemed to derive pleasure
in her society, his attentions were not more marked to her
than to other ladies met casually in their social circle.

It was, therefore, under these circumstances and with
this knowledge of Mr. Arncliffe’s character, a matter of
surprise to her when, one day, a young friend said to her,
¢ Dear Bertha, do tell me when your marriage is to come
off We are all 80 anxious to know. I am told you have
taken the house- in London which was occupied by the
French ambassador last season.”

“Marriage? With whom, pray

“ Why, with Mr. Arncliffe.”

It was then, for the first time, that she began to under-
stand that perhaps Mr. Arncliffe did have intentions of
marriage in visiting the house so frequently. Although
she could never recall a8 word he had spoken to her since
the commencement of their acquaintance looking to this
gonsuramation, she could remember a certain respectful at-
tention, not unmixed with kindness, with which he had
always greeted her on entering the house and a certain re-
gret in his manner at parting from her. When this com-
prehension of his possible purpose broke upon her mind,
she looked into her heart to see if there were any love for
Mr. Arncliffe lurking there—such a love as would justify
her in accepting his hand, should he offer it. But she found
it barren of this feeling. She felt no throbbing there at his
presence ; she felt no yearning when he was away from her
for the coming of the hour which was to reunite them. In her
mind Mr. Arncliffe held the place of a casnal acquaiotance
‘and that was'all. Whilst she felt all the respect due him,
and whilst she appreciated the influence his position in life



,

[

»

THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET. 73

commanded, the respect she felt for him and the influence
he exerted over her were, more than aught else, the result
of a certain fear she experienced when in his presence.

In all the world there were, probably, not two more dis-
similar natures than Philip Arncliffe’s and that of the
woman whom he had chosen to be his wife. His nature
was cold and undemonstrative, proud and careless in small
matters. Hers was loving and tender, and one that natu-
rally sought a protector. She had dreamed of the man to
whom she would one day give her heart; but Mr. Arncliffe
occupied no _part in the picture of her dreams. She had.
bad in her moments of self-communion, like all girls of
her age, visions of the future and of the home that would
some day be hers, and of the loving heart that would share
it with her; but the home with which she had mingled her
hopes was not the home that would own Mr. Arncliffe for
master.

With this feeling upon her, she watched Mr. Arncliffe’s
visits to the house with a painful interest. She felt that a
proposal for her hand would receive the approval of her
adopted mother. She felt this for the reason that a mar-
riage with him would place her high in the world’s esteem
and that, as a matter of worldly interest, it was the best
that she could make,

One day she sought Mrs. Archibald. She had deter-
mined to make known to her the fears that beset her
and her resolve never to marry. She implored Mrs.
Archibald not to urge her to marry Mr. Arncliffe, if he
should wish to make her his wife. In that interview
she told her adopted mother that she did not love him;

that his riches were no inducement to her; that the rank -

he held offered no charms to her; that she had no am-

bitions to gratify, and that all she asked was an earnest,

devoted love, and such a love he could not give her. Mrs,
4
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Archibald heard her out to the end, and then kissed her
and said to her, “The intentions you impute to Mr. Arn-
cliffe, Bertha,;may not exist. I need not say how happy I
‘would be to see yon his wife. For, in marrying him, all
that fortune or position could give, would be yours. Go
to your room now and try to think more kindly of Mr.
Arncliffe; and if he should ever speak to you about mar-
riage, come to me and I will tell you what to do.”

After that conversation, if she did not, as Mrs. Archibald
had told her, try to think better of Mr. Arncliffe, she tried,
at least, to steel her heart against the passionate longings
of her nature. Day after day and night after night the
sacrifice went on, and when Mrs. Archibald would go to
her room .(as was sometimes her custom, to see if her sleep
was undisturbed) she would find the tears still wet upon
the fair young face, silent witnesses to the struggle that
prevailed in her bosom.

At last, what Bertha had feared to contemplate, what had
cost her so many nights of anguish and tears, came t6 pass.
She was walking with Mr. Arncliffe in the garden. When
with him she never permitted her feelings to gain the as-
cendency. She had schooled herself to look forward to the
marriage with him as a part of the duty she owed her
second mother; and so, if on these occasions when alone .

- with him she did not exhibit any great pleasure at seeing

him, she did not, at least, appear carelesss of his presence.

When Mr. Arncliffe, after they had walked for a few
minutes among the flowers, asked her to seat herself for a
little while as he wished to speak to her upon a subject of
importance to both of them, she construed his meaning
aright and prepared herself to listen patiently to what he
was about to say to her.

“You may have thought, Miss Archibald,” he said in
his proud, cold way, “ that my visits to this house have had
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a purpose in them. If you have ever thought this, you
have thought truly. They have had a purpose ; they have
had a meaning. You were that purpose. Miss Archibald,
do you understand me ?”

Bertha replied to this, without lifting her eyes from the
ground, “I do, Mr. Arncliffe.”

“Then you consent to become my wife ?”

“Yes, Mr. Arncliffe.”” She gave him her hand mechan-
ically and he held it in his, saying, “ Now, Bertha, let us
go and seek Mrs. Archibald.”

These were the few words that decided her married
life. How different from the words her mind had been ac-
customed to dwell upon when, in her dreams, she had pic-
tured to herself the man who would one day seek her love!

They found Mrs. Archibald in the arbor. Mr. Arncliffe
waited for Bertha to speak; but as she did not seem in-
clined to commence the conversation, he spoke to her
adopted mother. _

“ Bertha has consented to become my wife, Mrs.. Archi-
bald. When I first referred to this matter in conversation
with you, I told you, if you will remember, that T knew
Bertha’s nature. I told you also that I knew she did not
love me a8 a woman should love a man whom she is to
marry; but as I said to you then, and as I say to Bertha
now in your .presence, I believe that with time she will
learn to appreciate me. Bertha is aware of the fact that in
marrying me she will secure a position that none dare assail.
If she love distinction she will find it in the home to which I
shall take her. If she would benefit others by the exercise
of charity, the fortune at, her disposal will satisfy her ut-
most benevolence. I do not offer this as a plea, however,
that she should marry me. No. But in assuming my
name she shall become a part of my life and a part of the’
history of my race.” He spoke these last words with a
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proud flush upon his face which struggled through the
pale hue of his complexion. In placing the honor of his
race in her keeping, Bertha felt grateful to him. Xor she
knew him well enough to know that the one thought which
filled his mind above all others was, that no trace of dis-
honor had ever attached itself to his name.

She felt it necessary to say something in reply to his
words.

“If I should marry you, Mr. Arncliffe,” she said, “I will
do my duty so far as God gives me strength to do it. If
you place in my hands the name that is so sacred to you, I
will preserve it to the end as spotless as when you gave it.
I do not know yet what love is. I.have never felt the im-
pulse. But on my knees I will pray to heaven that if it
should ever come to me, it shall come for you to whom
alone it shall belong. I am grateful that you have chosen
me to be your wife—but you must reserve your decision
until mother shall have told you my history.”

Tears were falling from her eyes and she had laid her
face in Mrs, Archibald’s bosom. Mrs. Archibald let it rest
there, and said to her gently, “Mr. Arncliffe knows all
about that, Bertha. I told him everything when he first
mentioned to me the hope he had of one day making you
his wife.”

“To other men, Bertha,” said Mr. Arncliffe, taking her
hand in his, “that of which you speak might have been an
obstacle. To me it is not. You cannot be held to account
for the acts of others. When I marry you, I do not marry
your family. But in becoming my wife you must promise
me this—the only promise I exact from you—that you will
hold no communication without my consent with any of
your family who may be alive. Do you promise this ?”

From the bosom of Mrs. Archibald’s dress she murmured,
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“I do promise that, Mr. Arncliffe. It is your privilege
and I obey.”

It was then that Mrs. Archibald had said to her that if
she did not love Mr. Arncliffe and had no hope of ever lov-
ing him she should not marry him; but if she did not love
him then, and if she believed that some day she could love
him as a wife should love her husband, then it were better
that she should be his wife.

To this Bertha replied, “H prayer can brmg that love
to my heart, I will love him, mother.”

There was nothing more said then; and Bertha, Mr,
Arncliffe and Mrs. Archibald went into the house.

The marriage did not take place until the family had re-
turned to Westmoreland.

From the day upon which she had promised to marry
Mr. Arncliffe to the day of her marriage, Bertha had sought
to teach herself to love him. She had prayed that the fu-
ture would bring that love which she could not give when
she surrendered her happiness into his keeping. She
had striven to hold away from her the curse that clings to
the unloving wife—the life-long deceit that bears a smile
upon the face and bitterness in the heart. She had sought
to change respect into affection, and to draw the myste-
rious passion from the daily experience of Mr. Arncliffe’s
uniform kindness and care for her. She had essayed to
crush out from her mind and beart whatever conflicted
there with his nature ; but though she had brought herself to
look calmly upon the fate reserved for her, at times, when he
had chilled her with the cold formality of his speech, there
came the revival of the old slumbenng feelings that had
haunted her dreams—the golden vision of her girlhood

which pointed to the day when she would love one who
would know her as she was and would be loved as she
wished to be loved.
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‘With her heart still unchanged toward Mr. Arncliffe she
entered upon her new life. The bells that rang out her
marriage-peal found her with the calmness of despair resting
upon her. 'When she crossed for the first time the thresh-
old of Framleigh, and was led into the apartment which
was thereafter to be her own, she fell into a passion of tears.
She recalled the story of her life, and in that interval of
weeping grew stronger in her self-denial and better fitted
to fill the duties marked out for her.

‘When Mrs. Archibald, who had accompanied her to
Framleigh, left her to return to her home in Westmore-
land, she spoke to Bertha long and seriously and closed
with these words:

“You are a wife now, Bertha, and you must act in a
manner becoming your new sphere. Whatever the wishes
you may have had before your marriage, whatever may
have been your expectations prior to that event, and which
you find unfulfilled in your present condition, those wishes
and those expectations must be blotted utterly from your
nind. I did a mother’s duty to you when you had no
mother, and the words I speak to you now are the words
that she would have spoken to you. There are some things
in the story of your mother’s life which I have kept concealed
from you. I did this because I did not wish to cause you
unnecessary pain. But now that you have assumed the
responsibilities which are associated with the married state,
it is proper that you should be made aware of what was
before concealed. If you should ever be in any trouble of
mind do not fail to let me know of it. If it be a trouble
that your husband can remove, confide it to him. He will
think better of you for it and you will think better of your-
self. Whenever you wish to know the truth about your
mother’s history, write to me and you shall know all

v
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And now good-bye and God bless you, Bertha, and give
Yyou strength to continue as you have begun.”

This was the retrospect and these were the words that
Mrs. Amncliffe, sitting in the fading light in the drawing-
room, recalled. As she dwelt upon these events the dreams
so long kept under control arose again within her, mingled
with that terrible dread of dwelling upon the cause that
had renewed them. She had told Mr. Arncliffe in that in-
terview in the garden, that she had never loved and that
she did not know the impulse of love. Was the darkness
in which she sat rivalled by the darkness in her mind, as
these words came back to her? For when the solemn
questions which she had asked herself in that long reverie
rose before her: Do I care for him? Will he be an ene-
my of mine? did she feel that the curse from which she
had prayed to be delivered had fallen upon her? Did she
feel that she loved Captain Vernon ?

Her cheek became red and white by turns and she buried
her face once more in her hands. She essayed to shut out
from her mind the dark eyes with their respectful look—the
haughty eyes that were gentle only when fixed upon her.
She sought to forget the words that he had uttered on the
day when he had stood before her. She sought to disbe-
lieve the prompting ‘of her heart which told her, in that mo-
ment, that a shadow had come between her and her hus-
band. Butin vain. For with every attempt to crush out
the memory of Captain Vernon, she questioned herself;
and the answer her conscience returned was this: If this
be not love, then what is it ?

Love! but not for the man to whom it belonged and to
whom it had been pledged at the altar! Love! but not
that love wherewith the dreams of her girlhvod had been
filled! Love! that brought with it rebellion and tears]

.
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Love for the man whom she had seen but once—the reck-
less, cruel man who, his oldest friend bad told her, was his
own enemy and the worst enemy of those who cared for
him !

Slowly came up the darkness from without and wrapped
her in its shadows. Slowly rose within her the dreadful
darkness which had come between her and Mr. Arncliffe.

The Victim had come in, saying, “Do you wish lights,

“ma’am ?” But no answer had come from her sitting silently,
looking into the coals; and the Victim, amazed, had gone
out quietly, saying to the Martyr, inspecting his calves in
the hall, that Mrs. Arncliffe was out of sorts since the old
'un (meaning Blacker) had gone away.

When she saw that the night was wearing on, she rose
from her chair and knelt beside it. And then she prayed
for strength to resist temptation and to come out of this
sore trial with the victor’s palm.

When she had done this, she reverted again to Mrs.
Archibald’s parting words to her: “If you should ever be
in any trouble of mind do not fail to let me know of it. If
it be a trouble that your husband can remove, confide it to
him. He will think better of you for it, and you will think
better of yourself ~Whenever you wish to know the
truth about your mother’s history, write to me and you
shall know all.”

But these words brought with them no consolation.
‘What had she to tell her adopted mother; that she loved
Captain Vernon? What had she to confide to her hus-
band; that another had usurped that place in her heart
which should be filled by him alone? Noj; better death
than that. She would let the feeling that had crept into her
heart lie there and die among the other unrecorded hopes
that were buried there. But she could write to Mrs. Archi-
bald and could ask her to make known that mystery of her
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life which Mr. Arncliffe had deemed no obstacle to their
marriage. She could do this. And when it was told to
her, she would feel more grateful to him for confiding his
_honor and his name into her keeping; and with the grati-
tude that would come with the knowledge of what was un-
known to her then, she would better understand the trust
he had placed in her—the sacrifice that would never be
repaid with wrong by act of hers.

So with this resolution upon her she went out of the
darknees of the parlor and sought her own room. And
there, through the long night, the memories of the old time
came about her as she wrote to Mrs. Archibald.

4*
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. CHAPTER VL
MRS, ARNCLIFFE TO MES. ARCHIBALD,

“ PRAMLEIGH-PLACE, October 28.

I sit down, my dear mother, to write to you to-night -
with a feeling that has never possessed me before, When
I have written to you that, in spite of all my struggles
to the contrary, I was unhappy here in Framleigh—un-
gratefully so, perhaps—and when you have sent back
word to me, chiding me for what you called my ¢ romantic
nature,’ I would sometimes smile at what I thought was a
delusion of my own which, by too much thought devoted
to it, I had finally come to believe inas a real cause of pain.
Your words, then, would recall me to a sense of the duties
I owed to my married state; and when I remembered what
Mr. Arncliffe had done for me, what indulgence he had
always shown for my weak, foolish nature, I would wipe
away the starting tears which would come at the sight of
your familiar handwriting, and would return to the pursuit
of my duties, if not contented, at least determined to fol-
low the path I had marked out for myself.

“Sometimes, when I thought of our old home in West-
moreland, and of you sitting upon the lawn as you used to
sit with me upon a stool at your feet, in that happyetime
before I knew Mr. Arncliffe and before he took me away
from you, I would go to my room and shut myself in it all
day and cry at the remembrance of the gay, happy girl I
then was, and at the contrast that presented itself in my
condition as Mr. ‘Arncliffe’s wife. Not that I had any bic
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terness against him for what has happened; but I thought
then, as I think now, that it would have been better for him
—and oh, how much better for me'l—had he left me in
my humble home when I told him that I did not love him
—had he left me to dream away my life, and had he gone
elsewhere to look for a better wife than I can ever be to
him.

“This letter you must look upon as a confession. Per-
haps not a confession of all, but a confession that shall
“make you know and understand my unhappiness. When we
were fitst married Mr. Amcliffe remained most of his time
at Framleigh, and his manner was kinder than it had ever
been before or has ever been since. It was in that time
that X thought his kindness to me would reconcile me, after
a while, to my married life. It was in that time I fondly
hoped that my old thoughts and feelings had passed away,
and I looked forward to the day when I would be enabled to
think of my girlish fancies as of something that was buried
in the past, never more to be spoken of or thought of. In
those days Mr. Arncliffe did not chide me for the betrayal
of what was on my mind. Sometimes when he found me in
tears and asked me the reason of my despondency, if I
would tell him I feared that I would never be the wife to
him I should be, he would kiss my tears away and would
take me to his heart, until I had forgotten my grief. I
thought, then, that as I became better acquainted with him,
as I came to understand his cold nature, I might yield my-
self passively to what was to be and forget what I had
hoped to be.

¢ But this kindness on his part was not to last. When I
went with him to London to remain there during the ses-
sion of Parliament, I began to notice that change in him
which has clung to him ever since. It was then, as in
those days when I first knew him, that “he spoke of nothing,
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thought of nothing, cared for nothing, but the duties of his
office and the party questions it involved. He took me
into society. He watched me ceaselessly to detect any
awkwardness in my manners. When I so far misunderstood
my position as his wife as to be natural, he would frown at
me and would frighten me into being hypocritical. It was
a wretched life—constantly wearing the mask, constantly
with my husband’s eyes upon me as if he feared I would
disgrace him, constantly living so false an existence that I
sometimes wonder I did not become hardened into utter
deceit. I think that if I had become false to others and
only true to him, he would have liked me the better for it.
But I could not make the pretence where I did not feel the
impulse ; and so I saw that I was gradually losing him.

“ When, the session being over, we returned to Fram-
leigh, he never remained longer than a few days with me.
It was always something -about the country, or his borough,
or his party, that took him away. Now in London, where
he remained for weeks at a time, now among the people of
his borough—he would go away and leave me here alone.
I one day asked him to permit me to accompany him in
these journeyings, and he said to me that the wife of Philip
Arncliffe should be at the head of her husband’s household
on his ancestral seat. He said that, as he had so often
spoken before, in his cold way, and I knew that his mind
was resolved upon that point. His injunctions to me were,
‘ When I am absent from Framleigh, you are to receive my
friends in my stead and to aot in all things as if I were.
present. I rely upon you to support the Arncliffe dignity
during my absence. See to it that you do not fail in that,
Bertha.’

“Oh, mother! was that a fit parting between husband
and wife ! ‘

“But why should I linger npon this subject? When he
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came, periodieally, to Framleigh he appeared more inter
ested in a bridge which he has ordered to be built upon
the estate than in my society. If ever I tried in my foolish
way to draw him into conversation—which I often did as a
part of my duty to him—he would listen to me wearily fora
little while until, seeing that he was in no humor for conver-
sation, I would disturb him no longer. If ever I sought—
again in my foolish way—to use those little arts with him
which I thought would please him—if ever I passed my
hand through his hair orleaned my head against his breast,
_he would patiently bear it for a little while.and would then
“say, ¢ There, child ,gonow. I do not wish to be disturbed.’

¢ And so my lee went on. 8o it went on until I learned
that if my husband ever cared for me he had forgotten
that feeling. So it bas gone on until I have come to the
knowledge that as his wife I am allied not so much to him
as to his name. I feel that to him I am only Mrs. Arn-
cliffe, and nothing more. It was necessary that he should
marry. He was the last of his race, and, as he said to me,
he did not wish his name to become extinct; and so he
chose me to bear the sad dignity of his name.

“But let me forget this, and let me go on to what I have
to say to you now. If I have ever written that, do
what I would to prevent it, I could not be happy in the
position I occupy as mistress of Framleigh, and if you have
ever thought I was indulging in querulous complaints, do
not, my dear mother, disbelieve me now when I tell you
that had I foreseen what my life was to be I would rather
have died than have consented to become Mr. Arncliffe’s
wife.

“ Oh, mother! I do not love him! I never, never can
love him! I cannot tell you how that knowledge has come
to me. I cannot tell you through what tears and crushing
agony of mind I have learnt that my love can never be my
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husband’s. If you were with me, and if I could lay my
head upon your bosom, as in the old time that can never
come again, I might tell you what I feel and think. And if I
were to do that you would pity me, I know, and would
pray that I may do what is mine to do and be better for
the sacrifice I am making to-day.

“In my wretchedness I think of all that you have been

.to me, and of all that you have suffered for my sake, and I

feel grateful that in this hour I can turn to you for counsel
.and sympathy, and that I still have a guide in you. When
I reflect upon my own weakness; for I cannot recall the
time when my will was not subject to another’s; I ask my-
self whether I know my strength of purpose well enough to
feel that I can meet temptation resolutely if it should ever
beset me? Can I ever forget that miserable weakness of
my nature which makes me shrink from opposition, when I
look back upon what is past and look forward to what is to
come ?

“ You remember how I shrank, when a girl, from all that
was rough in my companions. Years have brought no
change with them in this respect, and I fear that I may
meet some day—1I, so little cared for by him who should be
near me and be my protector—some nature, stronger than
mine, which will rule me for good or for evil.

“ My words are strange to you? Forgive me for what I
write. I can scarcely understand myself; and I have only
this wretched conviction that I am unhappy—more unhap-
Py than you can conjecture—more miserable than I ever
thought I would be in marrying Mr. Arncliffe.

“I ask myself why is it that I am united to a man whom
I can never love? If I were back with you—away from
here—in the peace and quiet of our dear home in West-
moreland, where my life was so calm with no doubts to
torture me; if I were away from Mr. Arncliffe—do not re-
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proach me for saying this, for you do not know. what
despair fills my heart as I write—I would never ask to
leave your side again.

“That I have sought to do my duty to myself and to my
husband, the sufferings I now experience bear witness.
And if my strength be equal to my resolve I will perform
that duty to the end.

“ How wild must seem my words to you! Do you not
give me your sympathy ? In the long, weary days I spend
here alone, I expiate—oh, how terribly !—the falsehood
I spoke at the altar. I awake. in the night to find my pil-
low wet with the tears that have fallen from my eyes in my
sleep. And they are the more bitter because they come
too late, mother, too late!

“ It was not so heretofore; but now my life is a blank.
If there be a single picture in it to relieve its dull monot-
ony, it is a picture from which I turn with a shudder.

“ What will be your thoughts of me hereafter! And oh,
what will I think of myself!

“ Write to me, mother, and tell me of that part of my
life’s story which I have never known. Whatever hereto-
fore has been obscure in that life make plain to me. If
there be any great sorrow associated with my poor mother’s
memory let me know it. The ordeal through which I have
passed has made me strong enough to.bear it now. There
is strength in despair, and that strength is mine. In step-
ping from the confines of my youthful life, I have compre-
bhended in all its bitterness how true a thing it is that
through suffering a woman’s heart must learn its final les-
son. Looking to the future, I see only an ever-living
remorse there. I look to the past and my sin rises before
me. Whichever way I turn is darkness with the shadow
of that remorse resting upon me, or with the sense of the
awful responsibility I assumed when I bartered my happi-
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ness—and worse, my self-respect—to become the wretched
woman I am. '

“And now, my falling tears warn me to close. I can
scarce see the paper upon which I write. My tears blot it
from my sight. Would they could blot from my heart the
agony I feel!

“Your loving
“ BERTHA.”
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CHAPTER VIL

CAPTAIN VERNON MAKES A DISCOVERY.

WHEN Blacker returned from Framleigh after havin

acted as ambassador from Captain Vernon to Mr
Arncliffe, he found the former patiently awaiting his r
turn.

Captain Vernon listened intently as the old man narrate
the events of his visit, and as he dwelt upon the kindue
and beanty of the woman of whom he spoke as * Bertha.
He seemed to take a growing interest in what she had sai
and in Blacker’s description of her appearance. There w:
but one circumstance which the old man had refrained froi
mentiohing ; and that was the fact of his having kisse
Mrs. Arncliffe’s hand. The rest he had told as it had o
curred. When he reached, in his narrative, that part i
which he had described Captain Vernon as his own enem
and the worst enemy of those who cared for him, the Ca|
tain frowned.

‘“How did you dare pass judgment on me?” he saic
“ Have I constituted you the judge of my actions ?”

“When she spoke to me about your nature I could nc
have told her other than the truth. If I am to die for it,
would not, willingly, deceive her or tell her a falsehood.”

If this answer did not please Captain Vernon he did nc
exhibit his displeasure. He asked no other questions in
gard to the matter, but went on to speak of Mrs. Arncliff

His manner did not seem to partake of a personal inte
est. He appeared to listen to the account of the intervie'
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with an attention which was referable to the pride with
which Blacker narrated it. That mysterious - connection
which held them together, and of which Mrs. Arncliffe was
the link, seemed to dictate his questions and to be the ori-
gin of whatever interest he displayed. If there were any
other cause for his inquiries he did not make his companion
a sharer in his feelings, :

During the conversation the Captain had been sitting at
his table. Before him was a mass of written paper. He
had been writing at the time of Blacker’s return and had
paused in his work to speak to him about Mrs. Arncliffe.
When Blacker had narrated, over and over again, all that
had occurred on his visit to Framleigh, Captain Vernon be-
came abstracted and fixed his eye gloomily upon the scat-
tered pages. His brow was contracted and his hand was
clenched tightly upon the table. N

“See here, Blacker,” he said after a while, speaking ab-
ruptly. “Here is a part of what the world owes me and of
what I owe the world. Will the hours of labor.I have
given to this work, trying to fashion a case which will
induce justice, benefit me, think you, or will I be a loser in
the end ?”

He brought his hand down heavily as he spoke. Blacker
made no response to this question. He knew that Captain
Vernon neither expected nor desired an answer and that
what he had to say would be said in his own good time.

“Had I been a cowardly hound,” Captain Vernon went
on, “who would have accepted the world’s kicks as a
recompense for its attention, I might have held my head as
high to-day as any of them! Had I not been bold in na-

-ture, and careless of its friendship or its anger, it would
have rewarded me with its smiles. When I speak of the
world I mean that portion of mankind which affects to
crush a man’s spirit to its will and bring him to the level
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of its law. Men call it society; I call it despotism.  Men
call it public opinion; I call it the tyranny of the few
against the many. Because I scorned this assumption of
authority, because I fought it and defied it, it has perse-
cuted me, and to-day I am hunted down !”

Listening to him, the old man, in the Captain’s last
words—*“to-day I am hunted down!”—recalled the lan-
guage that he had heard him use when he had first spoken of
what he called ¢ the world.” On that occasion he had said:
¢ They have done their worst with me; if they could, they
would hunt me down!” Looking at him and listening to
these denunciations, he could see him, sending his thoughts
back to the past, waging war with the object of his hatred.
He could see that passionate nature of his revolt;ing against
the edict of the world’s opinion, inflicting misery, and, it
may have been, death, upon his fellow-man. In this new
thought, springing to bu'th as his companion charged socie-
ty with its persecutions of him, he saw even more than this.
He saw Captain Vernon, pursued by the memory of crime,
and under the ban of outlawry, seeking refuge under an as-

.- sumed name in the home of his infancy—seeking shelter

there and heaping the world with reproaches for what
had come to him, the result of his own cruel disregard of
law.

With this comprehension of Captain Vernon’s meaning
when he declared that he was hunted down, Blacker was at
no loss to understand his next remark.

“What I have been writing here,” the Captain pursued,
“is a memorial addressed to a man in authority. If I
should send it to him do you think he will look upon it
favorably, or will he put the bloodhounds on my track ”

“If it be consistent with his duty to heed it T am sure
he will do so. Ifit be inconsistent with that duty for him
to grant what you ask there, do not, if you have any reason
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to fear refusal, venture on the step you propose—do nc—mmo
send it to him.”

Blacker’s belief that there was some event hidden from hirssn
in the story of Captain Vernon’s life led him to utter thE i
warning to him. He did not wish his companion to suggrp
pose that he suspected him of being a fugitive; but if, beusmsy
giving him proper counsel, it were in his power to protecommct
- him against the commission of any rash action, his sense emmf
what was due to their relations urged him to give th===t
warning.

“When you told me on my arrival here a weck ago tha==at
Mr. Arncliffe was an influential man,” resumed Capta™ n
Vernon, continuing the conversation, “I had hopes througe
the knowledge I possess to compel him to assist me wig.b
that influence. When I saw Mrs. Arncliffe, however, I
could not consent to do aught to bring sorrow to her. For,
should I make her husband aware of this knowledge arnd !
thus induce him to assist me toward furthering my ends, I !
might gain my desire; but he would perhaps upbraid her
and she would suffer from his proud anger. No, Blackex, |
bad as I may be, I could not have done that. I cannot |
wage war against ker. No, Blacker, never agaist Aer.” |

With the angry look fading out on his face, he paused fOT
a moment, and then went on.

“When I became aware of the state in which Mr. Arz»-
cliffe lived, and when I thought she would have it in he*
power to assist me, I had determined to allow no false sex®”
timent to deter me from making the demand upon her.
had resolved that she should urge her husband to befriend
me. But when I looked upon her in the parlor of Fram»~
leigh ; when I saw that hers was not a nature to treat cve ™
the miserable and utterly forsaken outcast with contumely™ 3
when I saw, above all, that though I should injure her sk €
would not seek to destroy me, as the world has sought t<
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1 forgot the errand that had taken me to her presence,
I left her with an altered purpose—a purpose never to
that .which should grieve her; a purpose to shield her
ier from all evil.”

'atiently listening to him, the old man pondered over
meaning of his words. He had no fear, now, that Cap-
 Vernon would carry out the threat he had spoken on
night of his arrival in Alderley. But with the passing
vy of this fear had come another—not for any danger
t might accrue to the woman whose happiness was so
r to him, but for a danger that might menace the Cap-
t himself.

n a helpless way, whilst Captain Vernon was speaking,
ndulged in self-questionings as to what that unknown
pter in his companion’s life would tend. For what
pose did he desire the exercise of Mr. Arncliffe’s influ-
2? If he were innocent of crime why should he petition
an of influence, and through him the Government? He
w Captain Vernon’s nature too well to suppose that he
ald ever confide to another—unless he expected to be
efited by the confidence—whatever there was in the
-y of his past which it was necessary to conceal; and as
looked. back on what he knew of the early life of the
sionate man before him he trembled to think of what
years that intervened, since their last parting, might
2al. When Captain Vernon had written to him from
is, two months before, that he was about to return to
zland, it was the first intimation he had had of his exist-
e for many months. In that parting which had been
ween them—Captain Vernon in the East Indian army,
t of the time, and later on the Continent, Blacker in
gland—he had at intervals received brief letters, gen-
(ly taken up with inquiries concerning Mrs. Arncliffe—
sther she were married yet, whether there were any
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probability of her soon marrying, and questions of a sim-
ilar character. Through the address agreed upon between
them at the time of their separation, Captain Vernon’s let-
ters always reached their destination, notwithstanding
" Blacker’s change of residence; and thus the old man was
kept informed as to his movements. But as these letters
never made mention of the Captain’s private affairs, Blacker
was ignorant upon the subject of his mode of life abroad.

Thus dwelling, with no clue to the trath, upon his com-
panion’s past, and upon the possibility of some peril to him
being connected therewith, he sought no more to solve the
mystery. .

Whilst Blacker was thus given over to thought, Captain
Vernon was busily gathering together the pages on the
table and folding them carefully. When this was com-
pleted he rose and walked with them to the fireplace. He
stood looking at the bright flames with an ‘irresolute air, as
if uncertain what next to do.

IIe finally spoke to his companion.

¢ Blacker, what should I do with this memorial? Shall
I send it to Mr. Arncliffe, or shall I throw it into the fire ?”

Still reverting to that possible danger which might
threaten him with betrayal in case he made himself known
to others, Blacker responded: “ Throw it into the fire and
destroy it. Perhaps that will be the better course.”

“Very wecll. The time has not come when action
would be necessary. When that time shall come I will act.”
Saying which, he laid the package upon the fire and leaned
against the mantelpiece, watching it until the place it had
occupied was empty. Then, with his hands clasped behind
him, with no apparent remembrance of Blacker’s presence,
and with the frowning look that was never absent from his
face, save when speaking of Mrs. Arncliffe, he walked the
room,
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Thus walking for a long time, he spoke to the old man
without looking at him.

“This is a hard world, Blacker—a cruel, heartless world.
‘When a man has committed errors, or has been the victim
of unfortunate circumstances, he may as well hang himself
as make an attempt to reform. Because a man has beén
guilty once he is always guilty. Becanse 2 man is not
willing to submit to imposition and insult he is a criminal °
and must be hunted down. I say, hunted down! Hunted
down by law! Hunted down by public opinion! Hunted
down by society! He must lurk in by-ways to avoid his
pursuers! He must assume a hundred disguises if he
would save himself from the indignities his enemies would
put upon him; and if he should wish to reform, and should
geek to reform, they come upon him and drive him back to
the crime from which he is fleeing. That is the kind of
world I have found it, Blacker.

A terrible thing, Blacker thought, that one so young
should have reached that degree of hatred of his fellow-
man! A terrible reflection that his life should have been
so warped from the beginning ! '

“You pronounce judgment upon the world, Arthur, for
its conduct,” said the old man, “but is it always wrong?
Many have deserved its censure. I, for one, have deserved
it.” He passed his hand across his brow in his old way as if
to shut out from his mind something that caused him pain.
He was thinking of the past and of the unfulfilled duties that
were gone with it, and of what might have been had those
duties been fulfilled.

Captain Vernon went on speaking.

“ What do you know of the world’s malice? What do .
you know of its persecutions? Your wrong was kept from
its knowledge and was beyond its reach; and so you have
outlived the memory of it. But when a man is forced by
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taunts and jeers to punish one of its members does society
forget him then? No! It pursues him and crushes him
because it has the strength to do so. It has been in a con-
spiracy against one man for ten years and I am that man.”

Pausing for a little while in his speech, he strode from
the window to the opposite wall in silence. Then he went
on speaking in the apologetic way which he sometimes
used, as if addressing himself in extenuation of what he had
done.

“ When my mother died—and looking back at what my
life has been I know now that she was my only friend—
and left me without a guide or adviser, what was bad in
my nature strengthened as I grew older and I forgot what
she had taught me—almost forgot, like an ungrateful
wretch, the sacrifices that she made for me. Had I met
in those days some woman whom I could have loved—I
mean some pure woman who could have conquered the evil
in me by the good in her, I might then have been rescued
from the fate that followed me. But I met no such woman.
Women I saw by the score; but what I saw of them re-
pelled me. With passion and self-will in my own heart,
did I need to have them reproduced in another? Would
it have benefited me to continue the struggle commenced
with the world outside at my own threshold? It was
enough that men should thwart me in every way. But I
could never have submitted to a woman’s goadings.”

Speaking thus, was there no one woman in all the world
of whom he thought—one woman who, had not the cur-
rent of her life set against him and her; might have been
with him then, leading him to a happier future and devo-
ting his life to a noble purpose? Or did he think of her as
praying amid her tears to be delivered from the sin of
loving him ?

If bis face were an index to his thoughts, no such picture
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dwelt in his mind. In his mad disbelief in the presence of
any good in his fellow-man, and in his equally mad convic-
tion that what he had suffered and the sins he had com-
mitted were alike traceable to the world’s enmity, he had
no thought beyond that which his words indicated. He
was summing up the debt he owed the world ; but he took
no reproaches to himself in doing so. Had he erred, the
fault was not his. Had he thrown away his life in the pur-
suit of ignoble, and it may be criminal, ends, let the world
answer for it—not him. So thinking, he went on in his
self-justification.

“ What was one life among all the rest that it should be
pursued as mine was? What was there in me to array
men against me? Was it physical strength that they en-
vied? or was it because I would never truckle to them—
because I held them aloof and scorned them? In all this
life, which has been but a dreary blank, I have had no friend.
In all these years which have had more of shadow than sun-
shine in them, I have breasted my way like a strong swimmer
struggling against the tide and no friendly hand has been
held out to save. As it has been from the beginning so
will it be to the end. Like a beast of the forest I have been
tracked from spot to spot and I feel that some day the
hunters will get the better of me.” He paused in his walk
and stood before the fire and gazed musingly into it with
arms folded across his breast.

Blacker, as was his custom, had refrained from breaking
in upon his soliloquy whilst the passion was upon him.
But when he saw that he had yielded to a softer feeling
and when his manner indicated that he would listen to him
quietly he ventured to speak to him.

“Had you never left your old home, Arthur,” he said,
“you might have been happier. Away from the turmoil
- that comes with association with the great, moving world,
5
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you might have passed your life in quiet and content.”
He did not care to say to him that had he been less pas-
sionate and more considerate of the feelings of others he
would never have been at war with society. He knew that
it would be useless to reason with him and that the belief -
he held that men had singled him out for persecution was
too.strong to be removed by words.

Still gazing into the fire, the Captain murmured, “ Ye3, it
might have been better for me. I might then have known
the woman who would have been to me what my mother
was.” .

Changed in voice and manner he sought his seat again.
In the brief moment he had given to thought he had recalled
the face of & girl familiar in his boyhood ; the face that had
become more womanly with years until his life was bound
up in its blue eyes and pale cheeks; the face of the only
woman who might have preserved him—the only woman
whom he had ever loved.

There was no movement in him, and he seemed to have
forgotton his old enemy in the calmer thoughts that had
come over him. Strange enough, that, as he sat thus re-
calling the past and seeking to read the future, in that same
hour, in the darkened drawing-room of Framleigh, Mrs.
Arncliffe was thinking of what had been and of what was
to be.

‘When Blacker perceived that Captain Vernon had fallen
into this abstracted mood he left him quietly and sought
his own room. Once there, he sat himself down with his
box before him and took out his treasures, one by one, ex-
amining them as he had done before. During his visit of
the morning he had taken a flower from the vase upon the
mantelpiece and this he folded between the pages of a book
and carefully put away with the rest.

And so the evening wore away, bringing with it the slow
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approach of night. Blacker in his room counting his treas-
ures—Captain Vernon pondering, in his reverie, upon his life
and what had come of it. The sun which had filled his
allotted course and had left the shadows creeping around
Mrs. Arncliffe, stared for a while at him through the win-
dows of the room in which he sat, and then left him, too,
with the dusk ‘gathering about him. Gradually with that
waning light he faded into the gloom and became a part of
it, and, but for the red glow of the fire betraying his pres-
sence, it might have seemed that with the passing away of
the cheerful sunshine he had become involved in the ever-
present mystery of the house itself.

‘When the utter darkness was on the earth and in the sky he
felt his way slowly down the stairs and went into the street.
The dust did not fall from the lion’s head as the door ctosed
after him, for it was shut as softly as if it led into a sick
man’s chamber. The silence of the street was unbroken
as he walked away save by the sound of his footsteps upon
the pavement. With eyes lookmg before him; with the
occasional lamps bringing his figure into relief as he walked
under them ; with the night hanging about him when he
had passed beyond their range; he went on and on until
the town was at his back and the open fields lay in front of
him. Where was he going, the one restless thing abroad,
with no companionship but his own uneasy thoughts?
What mission called him at that hour from the house in
Balfour-street to wander alone in the darkness? What
voice, speaking to his heart, had come with his passion’s
lall urging him to walk and walk?

Still hastening on, always with that earnest look directed
to what was before him, he crossed the fields and struck
into the highway. He had no need of a guide as he strode
between the hedges skirting the road, for every foot of it
was measured in his heart.

3327250
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It was the road that led to Framleigh.

Behind him glimmered the lights of the town, twinkling
in windows and from the lamps of the streets. Before him
in the vast distance the horizon glared like a red dawn. In
the silence, before unbroken save by his footsteps, there
came gradually a low murmur that connected itself in his
mind with the red hue of the sky. For afar off—not so far
but that its presence was perceptible in the night—sprawl-
ing for miles, burdening the earth with its weight of bricks
and mortar and its masses of surging humanity, lay Lon-
don. And the glare that he beheld was the reflex of the
day that rose nightly within it and the murmur that came
to his ears was its hoarse protest going heavenward forever.

With the town lights disappearing one by one behind
him and the flaming sky before him, he walked on. Ina
little while he stood in front of the park gates which
guarded the road that led up to the flanking steps. He
looked through the bars and his gaze fell upon one window
of the great house lighted up with a subdued glow. Ga-
zing at it his heart throbbed with a painful expectancy.
‘Was it the window of ker room ? was she there? would he
see her if only for a moment ?

e tried the gate with his hand. It was unfastened and
yielded slowly to the pressure upon it. The gate-keeper
slept in his lodge and in that sleep heard no sound of the
footstep scattering the gravel of the path as Captain Ver-
non walked toward the house. The statues as he passed
them stared at him, and the murmur of the fountain fell
upon his ear; but never heeding them he went on until he
had reached the steps that led up to the front door.

As softly as he had walked along the gravelled road he
moved to one side and stood with arms folded in the
shadow of a tree. Then he looked up at the window.

One of the curtains was drawn aside and within range of
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his vision, seated and bending over a table, was the figure
of a woman whose hair shone under the influence of the
light falling upon it as it had shone when the ray from the
October sun tinged it with gold until it seemed like a halo
to the old man watching her in the parlor.

Then from Captain Vernon, standing in the shadow and
with his eyes fixed upbn her, came one word—

“Bertha!”

What was she doing? He looked more closely. Wri-
ting: was that all? As he gazed at her he saw her bend
her head above the table with her handkerchief to her face.

Captain Vernon knew the meaning of that movement.
He knew that a grief was on her heart which found its
speech in tears. Strong as he was; boldly as he had
breasted and defied the world; scorning sentiment as he
did; he trembled at the picture of that woman in tears.

His breath came faster and he leaned against the tree for
support. What was it, he thought, that caused these
tears? Was it anything that Ais strength, iis will, the
sacrifice of his life, if needs be, could remove ?

But to his self-questioning came no answer from the
earth or from the air; and in his ear droned the fountain
and the murmaur of the distant city.

Did he think how near he was to the thoughts of the
woman who sat there writing and weeping as she wrote ?
Did she think how near he was to her as he stood watching
her in the shadow of the night ?

It was not the space that was between them that separated
them. They were parted by a greater parting than eye
could measure or tongue could tell. There was a more
solemn barrier between them than oceans and mountains
and rivers; and as Captain Vernon thought of how far
removed he was from her he hid his face and murmured,
“Tn all the world she alone could have made me a better
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man. She is unhappy and I would have added to her tears.
If I were not what I am, and she were not what she is,
there might be hope for my sinful soul.”

‘When he looked again the curtains were joined and the
darkness gathered about him more heavily. There was no
obstinacy about him then. There was no stubborn obsti-
nacy rankling in his heart to deter him from asking heaven’s
blessing upon her. For, with no witness but the silent stars
he knelt upon the leaves at his feet and prayed as he had
prayed at his mother’s side. And his prayer was that no
act of his should cause her further grief and that he might
forget that love which could only bring wretchedness to
her and remorse to him.

Then through the night be went into the white high-
way and crossed the lonely fields and walked with echoing
steps through the streets of the town until the house in
Balfour-sireet was gained. And ever as he went swiftly
through the intervening space the vision which had come
with the shadows rested upon his mind.

For it was a vision of what his whole life had been.
‘What Ae loved must be wretched. What Ae cared for must
expiate that care in tears. And with the stars looking
down upon him he smote his forehead angrily at the thought
that his miserable destiny should still follow him and that
the taint of sin should be allied to the only redeeming im-
pulse of his life, :
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CHAPTER VIIL
CAPTAIN VERNON BECOMES FOOD FOR THE CANNIBAL GOSSIPS.

HE sun that was October’s—October now no more—
has passed into the ‘round of November. Three times
since the night Captain Vernon walked abroad has it looked
into the windows of the house in Balfour-street upon him,
moving about the mouldy rooms and dusty passages, rest-
lessly gazing through the falling leaves at the white walls
of Framleigh, or sitting in silent reverie before the fire in
the room in which he was born. Three times has it come
and gone and left the earth to darkness with the shadows
hanging heavily about the old house and wrapping it and
the double mystery it contains in itg protecting gloom.
There is that awful solemnity about the house, there is
that wonderful appearance of unreality about it, that the
hand-maiden whom Blacker had discovered in the asylum,
and who does the work of the household, is impressed with
the belief that through the agency of an elderly magician
in every-day clothes—for so does Blacker seem to her—
she has been transferred to fairy-land and that she is in con-
sequence haunted. This condition of being apparently
haunted is more firmly fixed in her mind from the fact that
by a fortuitous chance she has discovered in an 6ld chest
in her room a number of musty volumes of an antiquated
and spectral appearance, to the perusal of which she has
devoted her spare hours with a palpitating heart and with
uneasy glances cast at the corners of her chamber. These
works being of a supernatural, not to say ghostly, nature,
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and being replete moreover with apparitions and spiritnal
manifestations, and also with presentiments of death, are cal-
culated to increase the awe with which she ministers to the
necessities of her position, rather than to diminish it
Among the books thus read with a morbid and horror-
begetting attention are the writings of the late Mrs. Rad-
cliffe, The Ghost, The Three Spaniards, A highly interest-
ing Account (contained in a pamphlet) of the True Facts
in the case of The Spectre that Appeared to an Old Wo-
man in Nottingham, The Confession of an Executed Mur-
derer as Narrated after his Death by his Spirit to his Jailer;
and also one-half (the rest being torn out) of the Wonder-
ful Presentiment of Death entertained by the late Mr. John
Bundy, together with a Circumstantial Account of How
he Died; which account, as has been remarked, being mu-
tilated by the absence of the latter half of the book, and
Mr. Bundy being left on the last remaining page hale and
hearty, as far removed from dissolution as possible and on
the point of sitting down to dinner, a great deal of mental
trouble is fastened upon the feeble mind of the young wo-
man, caused by an intractable opinion she has formed of
Mr. B. which presents that gentleman in a life-in-death con-
dition, as eating his meals at regular hours and also as
taking to his grave at cock-crow, with instructions to have
the stable-door kept fastened and to shake him together
at sunrise.

Involved in this mysterious existence, as sustained by the
maid-of-all-work, is Captain Vernon. To her eyes he is
more of a character in a fairy tale than a human man.
Sometimes in arranging his room her hand would be idle
and she would pause to look at him with a half-frightened,
doubting expression. Possibly in her poor brain there
comes at times a feeling of sympathy for what must seem
to her a fixed melancholy on his part, and she exhibits it

-
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in her earnest look. Captain Vernon one day turns snd-
denly and observes her so looking at him. He terrifies her
by his fierce words and manner and asks her the cause of
her curiosity; but perceiving that her tongue refuses to
answer and that she shakes in every limb with fear, he
speaks kindly to her and pats her on the head and says that
he was but joking with her; and so brings her back to
laughter mingled with her tears.

Mary Agnes (for such is her name, so banded over to
Blacker, and under these appellations recorded on the books
of the asylum—although Mary Agnes Tittermary by com-
mon usage among the inmates of the same, and Mary Agnes
Tittermary in her own esteem) since her arrival at the old
house rarely finds her way beyond the front door, and sel-
dom learns more of the outside life of Alderley than may
be acquired from casual visits to the dormer windows.
She sometimes makes transitory dashes across the street in
quest of cigars for Captain Vernon, and works her doubt-
fal way around the hospitable wooden Mandarin standing
in an inviting attituade and with a deadly smile upon his
face in front of the shop of Mr. T. Creech, Tobacconist,
opens the little glass door quickly and walks in, frequently
at the imminent risk of upsetting that little man who, with
his hands in his pockets and his mouth open, is usually to
be discerned looking through the panes with a curious eye
at the windows of the old house opposite, and blind to what
is passing immediately beneath his nose.

On these occasions (as indeed on all occasions) Mary
Agnes is shy and difficult of approach, making her demand
for the cigars in urgent haste. In her brief visits to Mr.
Creech’s establishment she consumes her time in casting
eager glances at the house and in looking timidly at the
Mandarin, which, to her mind, is an unfortunate mortal,
transfixed by a horrid spell and which will one day re-

5“
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cover from its enchantment and resume its natural condi-
tion. Much as the tobacconist would desire to speak to
her during these visits concerning the mode of life in vogue
in the old house, she is invariably adamant on the subject
of delay and marble as regards conversation. Her
errand accomplished, she dashes across the street again
and passes under the lion’s head into the companionship
of the mystery and the echoes which belong to the dark
passages and quiet chambers wherein she leads her haunt-

.ed life,

Silent as are its occupants on the affairs of the world
around them, save on the one topic that is always on their
minds, there has been among the good people of Alderley
quite & conversational pavic in regard to the house and its
mysterious tenant.

Parties living at a distance have been informed of the
arrival of the strange, stern man from foreign parts, and of
his unusual ‘reticence. When asked, How do they know
that the gentleman is from foreign parts ? the barber around
the corner and the small tobacconist who lolls all day in
the door-way of his little shop opposite the old house and
watches for the dust to fall from the lion’s head at the open-
ing and the closing of the door, are apt to respond in vari-
ous ways. The barber responds, on these occasions, that
he looks “ dark-like, like a furriner ;” not that he would say
the gentleman 4s a furriner, however, for he may be just as
good as you or me, you know; but what he means is, that
if the party living in the old house around the corner ain’t
from furrin parts, he—the barber—would like somebody for
to step up and say so.

This opinion is received with respectful attention by the
small assemblage of gossips who are sitting around the fire
in the shop and feeling their chins, waiting to be shaved ; for,
from the fact that the barber had once been upon the Conti-
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nent in the capacity, as he expresses it, of * gentleman’s
assistant,” he has quite a celebrity in Alderley as being
excellent aathority upon all questions relative to foreign
existence, such as explaining diplomatic snarls and Gov-
ernmental differences, or deciding upon such vexatious
questions as occasionally spring up when foreign subjects
are mentioned. .

Mr. Creech’s opinion is to the effect that if the gentleman
over the way be not a foreigner, he looks like one; and
further, if the gentleman be not a foreigner, he uses foreign
money any how. Becaunse the money that he has sent over
with which to buy cigars is French money, and to that he
—Mr. Creech—can swcar. This opinion being entirely
non-committal, as it were, and meaning anything you -
please, is looked upon by the gossips as confirmatory of
nothing; and the tobacconist is left, to what has become a
habit with him now, namely, to watch the door of the old
house over the way, and to wonder what mystery it con-
ceals. Indeed, so strong has this habit grown upon him
that he has been known to make amswer, to inquiries as to
the price of his wares, “ two strange gentlemen and an old
man;” and it is also recorded against him, that to a ques-
tion as to whether he had a pipe, for' sale, of a certain
peculiar shape, he made the strange reply to the questioner,
that he did not have one of the kind called for, but that he
could let him have, in its stead, a tall Turk, with a scar
upon his face, carrying a light walking-cane.

In consequence of these irrelevant answers his business
has fallen off sadly of late, and beyond watching the door
of the house in Balfour-street, he has little else to do.

But it is not to be supposed that the opinion that the
uncommunicative man who has been seen only once or
twice upon the streets of Alderley since his unheralded ar-
rival, is, of necessity, a foreigner, is universally credited.

-
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For there are others (and among them the proprietor of the
‘livery stables is the chief) who believe, and assert, that, so
far from being a foreigner, the gentleman is as good an
Englishman as can be found out of London.

In support of this opinion his words to the proprietor are
‘quoted and the hostler and groom are called upon to offer,
in evidence, their recollection of the conversation that oc-
curred on that ocoasion.

From this evidence, partly the result of cross-examina-
tion, and partly the result of private hints and suggestions
on the part of the proprietor, it is apparent that, in the first
place, the gentleman is a complete mystery ; in the second
place, that the gentleman is immensely rich (the testimony
whereof being the money he had thrown to thé groom); in
the third place, that he is an intimate friend of the family
at the Hall; in the fourth place, that he is a secret Agent
of Government sent down to Alderley to transact business
that essentially requires a secret agency; in the fifth place,
that he is an open and avowed Agent of the Government
who has come down to Alderley to regulate the ensuing
borough election and to carry it in favor of the Government
measures, and 80 on to the tenth place, which fully corrob-
orates the first place, inasmuch as the proprietor of the
stables, on being closely questioned, reluctantly avows that
he don’t know anything about him.

But it is not alone in the barber shop, or from the lips of
the little tobacconist, nor is it from the select coterie that
assembles at the stables, that the conjectures as to Captain
Vernon’s identity and his mission in Alderley proceed.
They have been made the subject of serious consultation in
the back parlor of the Knight and Dragon, and Joe Briggs,
the landlord, has been heard to remark that the circum-
stances are substantially the same as occurred in that affair
about which I told you, you know, where Tom Warlick, the
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forger, after having managed to escape detection for ten
years, was finally discovered hid away in an old house in .
London, so thin, gentlemen, so emanciated, to use the doc-
tor’s own words, that his own mother wouldn’t aknown
him. As this story of the landlord’s has been a chronic one
with him for years, and a8 many of his hearers have viewed
it, even in its most favorable light, as somewhat doubtful,
this apparent substantiation of the truth of his story is
triumphantly hailed by those who believe in the Warlick
narrative as a clincher that must appall the most skeptical.
This version meeting with great favor in the parlor of the
Kbnight and Dragon, its success gives rise to various sug-
gestions from various gentlemen who have become envious
of the triumph achieved by the landlord.

Thus it is weakly put forward by a dyspeptic gentleman
with a watery turn of eye, that perhaps Captain Vernon
is a Conspirator. This view, at first, from its originality of
thought and boldness of conception is received with much
applause by the undecided; but it appearing, on inquiry,
that the originator of the idea has lately been reading the life
of Guy Fawkes, and that he has, on the whole, but a feeble
idea of what goes to make up a Conspirator, and it appear-
ing, furthermore, upon being interrogated on the point,
that he can’t well say what the unknown gentleman is to
conspire against, you know, the fallacy, not to say absurdity,
of the thing is so satisfactorily proven, that the miserable
suggestion is treated with the derision it deserves and its
wretched author is held up to the public ridicule. The im-
pulse, however, given, by the favorable reception awarded
to the Warlick theory, to the belief in the marvellous as
connected with the Balfour-street mystery, leads to other
suggestions more or less flimsy.

Thus, the gentleman might be a persecuted debtor, flee-
ing from his pursuing oreditors and meditating suicide,
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and doubtful as to which mode of death he should choose—
poison or the pistol. Then again, he might be a lunatic
escaped from some asylum, which theory does not lack
friends until the originator offers the alternative, almost in
the same breath, Or a Orthor, which, drawing from a gentle-
man present the comio remark that the difference between
the two is so slight as not to be worth mentioning, the merits
of the supposition are forgotten in the humorous episode.
A few more suggestions to the effect that the party under
discussion might be a indiwidual disappointed in love, and
with his ’eart suffering from the same—this from a long-haired
young man, the coach factor’s apprentice who, himself, is
generally believed to have tender relations, in secret, with the
landlord’s daughter; that he might be a young man who
has lavishly wasted his fortune, and ain’t particular what
becomes of him now; that he might be a Artist or a Poet,
or something of that sort; are duly weighed and found
wanting, partly because they do not partake sufficiently of
the marvellous, and partly because the back parlor of the
Knight and Dragon has made up its mind to accept the
landlord’s theory as the most probable, with the possible
contingency, that the future might bring with it, of witness-
ing the lurking mystery dragged by the hair of the skall,
in a state of skeleton, from the house in Balfour-street, and
of hearing it agk, in a beseeching tone, if somebody wouldn’t
be good enough to fetch its left thigh-bone out of the closet,
and if somebody else wouldn’t be good enough to give its
head one or two screws on the shoulder and make it a little
tighter.

Thus, in the barber-shop, &nd on the street, and in the
stables, and in the patlor of the Knight and Dragon, are
the house in Balfour-street, and the man who inhabits it,
discussed.

Alderley riots in the consequenoces of its own action, and
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Captain Horace Vernon, late of her Majesty’s service, be-
comes, by turns, a mysterious foreigner, a mysterious. Eng-
lishman, a man with no special business at all, 2 man who
has some special purpose in view, and, finally, a lurking
criminal who hopes, by seclusion, to avoid the eonsequences
of his crime. The warning given by Captain Vernon to
Blacker, on the night of his arrival, that he should answer
certain questions, if ever they should be put to him, as he
directed him to answer, has had no influence in explaining
his presence in Alderley ; for Blacker has been as little on
the street as the Captain himself, and the old man has few
friends in the town to ask him questions. In addition to
thie, the gossips infinitely prefer that Captain Vernon and
his intentions shonld be subjected to the ordeal of their
own surmises, and they have, therefore, sedulously refrained
from attempting to enlighten themselves upon the facts of
the case.

In the matter of the old man, the gossips have become
habituated to his presence and they attach no particular
importance to him or to his history. He is generally con-
sidered (and here the various supporters of the various the-
ories in regard to the Captain meet on common ground) to
be a weak-minded party who is, in some way or other,
mixed up with his stern seclusive companion; and the
friends of the Warlick theory are even, disposed to argue
the point that in the eventuality, which they confidently an-
ticipate, of the dragging forth of the mystery from the house
in Balfour-street, the apparition of the old man will be
seen following after, with tottering steps, and bewailing
the unlucky destiny that has overtaken him and his com-
panion,

This point, thus put forward by the party that controls
public opinion in the back parlor of the inn, is calculated
to provoke argument and to infringe, in a measure, upon
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the justice of the ground assumed in the barber-shop and
on the streets and in the stables. For it is clear to the
commonest understanding to comprehend, that to acknowl-
edge the possibility of the future occurrence of the eventn-
ality set fofth is to accept in full the Warlick theory as
promulgated by the landlord of the Knight and Dragon
inn; and as this is in almost direct opposition to the theo-
ries assumed by the parties of which the barber and the
proprietor of the stables are the head, the shallow artifice
is quickly detected, and the old man remains a debatable
question upon which no definite opinion has been reached.

There is an obscure rumor, it is true, that the older
man is the father of the younger, the mother being men-
tioned in the person of an Unfortunate who had fled from
the town, years and years ago, with her misfortunes upon
her head. This rumor, however, on being traced, is found
to proceed from divers old mischief-makers who have in-
dulged in this theory in confidential intercourse with their
familiars over the sanctity of the tea-table; and it is even
remarked by the oldest (and consequently the sharpest) of
the party, that that creature (meaning the Unfortunate)
my dear Mrs. Wraddles, had eggsactly the same eyes and
nose and color of the hair which the strange gentleman
(and a handsome gentleman he is, too) has, which I don’t
mean for to go for to say that the gentleman is her own
son, and which we thought dead and come to life again
after she ran away from Alderley when I was a young
ooman then, and just before my first took cold and died like
a Christian in his bed, God rest his soul, and which I re-
marked at the time to my first that if that gal wouldn’t
repent for the airs she gave herself on the accounts of her
eyes, and the way she used to toss her head and shake her
curls when she’d pass us in the street, you wouldn’t actu-
ally believe, my dear ma’am, if I was to tell yon now.
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But this rumor with all its glaring inconsistencies is not
adopted as the basis of anything, and it is left where it
originated, in the circle that gave it birth.

And go does the world without go on.

So does the gossipy world deal with the house in Bal-
four-street and with the man who sits before the fire in long
selfarguments. So through the days that fall into the
dreary round of November is the world without busy with
what concerns it not—busy in forecasting the future, and
busy in explaining the present.

But could those who thus speak with idle tongnes stand
unaware in the gloom that shrouds the passages within and,
holding their ears to the door of the room in which sits the
object of their inquiring scrutiny, could they listen to him
there as he speaks to himself and hear from his lips spring
the language of a hopeless mind, they might go forth under
the lion’s head into the cheerful street wondering, ingeed,
with bated breath and pale faces, at the words to which
they have listened.

For the voice that rises in that darkened chamber is a
voice that protests against the hour that gave birth to the
man who speaks and the words it utters are these:

“Let it come when it will. She is dead to me and I am
dead to hope. Better that the ministers of death had
sought me in my cradle than that I should have lived to
be the wretch I am !”
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CHAPTER IX.

CAPTAIN VERNON CROSSES THE THRESHOLD OF FRAMLEIGH-
PLACE ONCE MORE.,

little tobacconist, leaning against the door of his

shop over the way and sleeping at intervals during his

watch, roused himself to become aware of the closing of

the door of the house in Balfour-street, and to rejoice at the

presence of Captain Horace Vernon, late of her Majesty’s

service, standing for a moment to look around him and then
walking down the street.

The proprietor of the stables, dozing in the sun, and es-
sayigg to resolve, in a sort of philosophical dream, the
mystery that had brought trouble and dissension in the
quiet circle of Alderley life, awoke as the shadow of Captain
Vernon fell upon him, and rubbed his eyes and sharpened
his faculties as the Captain addressed him.

“Is Black Dick engaged to-day ?”
 _ “No, sir, not engaged to-day. He is in the stable.”

“Then let me have him as quickly a8 you can get him
ready.” '

“In harness, sir ”

The Captain answered, No: that he wished to try Black
Dick in the saddle; and the proprietor walked away to
attend to the saddling of the horse. The Captain, loung-
ing at the entrance of the stables and twirling his mous-
tache, waited until the horse should be brought to him.
Those who passed along the street, and who recognized in
him the bone of contention that had arrayed the gossips of
Alderley in bitter fend, stared at him in a feeble sort of way
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as if they might read the riddle that was on everybody’s
tongue, and which never found its answer, by looking into
his inscrutable face. But when they saw that the stare was
returned, and when they saw the frown gathering upon the
Captain’s brow, they compromised the matter by gazing be-
yond him, standing in the entrance, and became abstract-
edly interested in the mysteries that the gloom of the
stables shrouded. o .

The Captain noticed these peculiarities of the good people
as they passed him and smiled grimly. He may have
thought, as he observed them, that they were the natural
continuation of that old persecution that the world had

- levelled against him, and he may have felt his hatred against
his fellows spring up in his heart; for when the groom
approached him leading Black Dick by the bridle, he said
to him, “Why do these people stare so at a man? Are
t.hey fools or idlers, or what are they?” The groom, touoh-
ing his cap, said he didn’t know; but may-be they looked
at him because they were wondenng who he was.

“ Wondering who I am " ejaculated the Captain, fierce-
ly. “Is it their business to know who I am? Is a man to
go about the streets telling his business to every inquisitive
fool whom he meets ? They talk about me in Alderley, do
they not ?” He fixed his eye with a menacing look upon
the man whom he was addressing and cut the air nervous-
ly with his riding-whip. During the colloquy the proprietor
of the stables had come up with the laudable desire of
gaining some information concerning the Captain’s identity
wherewith to silence all opposition in the barber-shopand
in the parlor of the Knight and Dragon. He therefore has-
tened to answer the Captam’s Tast question.

¢ Bless your heart, sir, they don’t talk about nothing else !
If you was the Sultan of Turkey on a wisit, or if you wae
her Majesty’s own son, which he ain’t old enough to travel
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yet, and more’s the pity, they couldn’t talk more about
you.”

“Ah?” And the riding-whip lashed the air with a
vengeful fary. The proprietor went on with a reckless
garrulity.

“When I hear ’em a-talking and a-saying as how you
might be this, that, and the other, wot do I eay ?”

He looked at the Captain with an argumentative eye,
and at the groom with a warning expression.

“Wot do I say ?” he repeated.

“ Well, and what do you eay?” asked the Captain, a lit-
tle sneeringly, looking down on him and waiting for his
answer. The proprietor of the stables having impressed
the groom with the necessity of preserving silence as to
what he does say under those circumstances, goes on to say
what he says.

“When I hear ’em a-talking in that way, I says, ‘a man’s
a man, ain’t he’? And when one of ’em says to me, ¢ Yes,
but what sort of a man is 8 man when he is a man,’ I says,
¢Stop, my friend, if the gen’'man wot lives in the old house
has got his reasons for holding his tongue, which none of
us ain’t without our little secrets, you know, it ain’t none
- of our concerns if that ’ere gen’man should go for to shut
himself up in the house a-thinking about the Lord knows
what.” When I says that, they says to me, ¢ True for you,
Chivers, and that’s wot we say, too.’

The Captain’s whip was performing its evolntions in the
air during these remarks, and his hand grasped the handle
more tightly. In its airy flight it had once or twice ap-
proached the proprietor’s head, and the latter whilst speak-
ing had divided his attention between it and the eye of the
man who held it.

+ The argumentative smile with which Mr. Chivers had
hitherto illumined his countenance had died away, before
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the Captnm spoke again, There was a sneer upon the
Capiam’s lip as he spoke; which operated uncomfortably
upon the proprietor’s nerves, and he coughed apologetically
as the Captain turned toward him and said, “If a man
were to ask yon about me and wonder what I do here,
what would you tell him ?”

“I'd tell him, which Sanders here’ll tell you the same, I
didn’t know, which I’d be a-shaming of the devil and tell-
ing of the truth if I did.”

“ And if I were to tell you what to answer can you re-:
member it ?”

Mr. Chivers replied with alacrity that he thought he
might remember it, and, if he did not, Sanders would. On
being appealed to, Sanders, too, thought he would remem-
ber. The whip came down with a sharp, cracking sound,
as the Captain looked, first at the proprietor and then at
the groom. '

“If any man should ask either of you my business here,”
he said, “ tell him to come to me, and I will ‘tell him what
that business is. Do you think you will remember that ?”

Mr. Chivers smiled feebly and remarked that it wouldn’t
be much to remember, especially as the gentleman asked
him to bear it in mind. The groom also, with a vacant look
at his employer, thought a child might recollect what the
gentleman had said.

And then Captain Vernon mounted Black Dick and rode
away. Rode away, leaving the proprietor of the stables
and the groom staring at each other, and no wiser than be-
fore. Rode away to frown at the idlers who looked up at
him from doorstoop and shop-windows as he passed
them—idlers, who were remarking, that there goes the
strange gentleman now, and who were droning over the
old mystery which followed him into the house in Balfour-
street and came out with him when he went into the pub-
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lic plaéés. Rode away to leave the gossips behind him,
and to follow the highway that led to London, until he
stood before the greéat parkgates of Framleigh-Place,
waiting for the laggard gate-keeper to emerge from his
lodge and to let him in.

He gazed for a moment beyond the trees and saw the
white columns of the portico gleaming through the rifts
the autumnal winds had left in the branches. The statues,
too, rose up from their pedestals of dead leaves and some
sof them looked at him and beckoned him on with a smile
upon their marble faces, whilst others were pointing with
a hostile finger warning him away. But nowhere could he
hear the murmur of the fountain. He looked toward it,
but the glancing spray was wanting in the air, and the
carved shaft rose with no voice of babbling waters issuing
from it. To his ears came only the sound of the November
wind among the branches, and the rustle of the crisp leaves
beneath his horse’s feet, as he rode toward the house.

The rein had fallen upon Black Dick’s neck and Cap-
tain Vernon had forgotten to resume his hold upon it
For the horse was not thought of in that moment, and in
his mind dwelt the picture that the shadows had brought
with them—the picture of the woman who sat at the window
and wrote in the dead hour of night, with her tears falling
upon the paper as she wrote.

Whatever passion may have existed in Laptam Vernon’s
heart on the ride from Alderley was wanting there as this
vision ruse before him. Whatever old feeling had been re-
vived in his heart, when he met the idle looks of the peo-
ple in the streets of Alderley, had passed away. What-
ever hatred lived there against all that bore his shape slept
in peace as he walked up the marble steps and into the
drawing-room to wait until Mrs. Arncliffe should come down.

The card (bronght with trembling eagerness by the
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wous Victim) which announced the fact that Captain
¢ Vernon was below, found Mrs. Arncliffe seated by
indow, with a book in her lap, and looking out upon
ty and watching the falling leaves. The delicate
was buried in the fair hair as she leaned her head
it, and the blue eyes were misty with the guest that
ctober sun had brought with it and' which the No-
'r sun had retained. The tears that had come on the
that she had written to Mrs. Archibald, and when
ales had fallen from her eyes and she becanie aware
it shadow, darker than death, which had risen be-
her and Mr. Arncliffe, rarely left her eyes now, and
» sat at the window thjnking of- what might have
the book lay idly in her lap and her thoughts wan-
back to the days of her girlhood—the passionate
hat had abided with hope—the golden days that had
1appy with the dreams of a future love.

- message that Captain Vernon awaited her presence
'd ber. For a little while she hesitated as to the an-
hat should be given to the visitor. If she should
to see him, saying that she was unwell, would he
strangely of it? Would he remember her embarrass-
on the first day of their meeting, and would he as-
her determination to any feeling connected with that
rassment, and. of which her manner then had been
wwilling evidence? In the wild fancies of his bold
(for she knew his nature perfectly now), would he
that she refrained from meeting him for fear of be-
g the feeling he had aroused in her heart ? At this
bt she determined to receive him. She would steel
f against a betrayal of the love that had become a
f her life. She would receive him as she would a
rer, and, in thus immolating herself, she would expi-
e wrong she had committed in ever loving him.

’ '
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The Victim, awaiting her decision, received his orders to
tell Captain Vernon that she would be in the parlor soon
and disappeared. Standing before the mirror she looked at
her face for a long time in silence.

“'Will this face betray me ?” she murmured. “Can I
ever forget, in his presence, what he is to me, and how
much I love him? Will this coward face betray me with

“the blush or the paléness upon its cheek ?”

As she asked herself this question, her eyes swam in a
greater mist and she leaned her head upon her hand and
wept ; for her mind was busy with reading the future, and
she saw the shadow between herself and Mr. Arncliffe
growing darker and darker as the days should wear on. But
the thought of Captain Vernon awaiting her in the parlor
and wondering at her delay strengthened her in the task
of forgetting that of which it was useless then to think,
and she went down to meet the man whom, of all men in
the world, she most dreaded and most desired to see.

‘When she entered the drawing-room she stood for a mo-
ment, silently, to gaze at him. He had not heard her enter
and he was standing at the window, looking out contem-
platively at the statue whereof the marble finger had
warned him away—looking out at that, and at the voice-
less fountain, and at the picture of the dying year. In that
brief moment she could see him, as Blacker had spoken of
him, as the worst enemy of those who cared for him. In
the darkness that had fallen upon her life, she could see
him—the man whom she loved—as her worst enemy ; for,
in loving him, she walked in a shadow that had no future
of light and with no hope of a brighter day.

Captain Vernon was still standing at the window when
she moved toward him. She hesitated for a moment, not
knowing what to say to make him aware of her presence.
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Then she broke the silence and said to him, “I trust I
have not kept you waiting, Captain Vernon.”

The gentle voice falling upon his ear recalled him to
himself, and he turned quickly. The sudden eagerness
with which he looked at her, the strange light that came
into his-eye, and which softened the harshness of his bronged
face as he looked, startled her; and to ber cheek came the
old blush, which, in the first hour of their meeting, had
flushed her face with its babbling testimony.

Where was the strength, for which she had prayed, to
meet him with unconcern? Where was the resolve she
had framed through days and nights of tears and angunish—
the resolve that, come what would, she would never betray
herself to his eyes; never give him reason to suspect the
existence of the love which had brought with it dust and
ashes? Gone, in that moment, as' though it had never ex-
isted. Gone, a8 had gone the dreams of her maidenhood
and the quiet of her life, before a single look from the eyes
in which alone, of all eyes in the world, she saw beauty—
the eyes that were gentle only when bent upon her!

‘When Captain Vernon turned and saw her standing near
him, he said to ber, “I was not aware, Mrs. Arncliffe, that
you had entered the room. Forgive me for my inatten-
tion.”

Then he placed a seat for her before the fire and sat
down beside her. She held in her hand a small fire-screen
and with this she concealed her face from his look. So,
shutting out his features from her sight, she patiently lis-
tened until he should speak to her.

His first words were, “Does the fire aﬁ'ect your eyes,
Mrs. Arncliffe, that you conceal them from me? Pardon
me, but in exchanging their light. for.the light of the fire I
am the loser.”

L)
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‘Was he uttering a compliment? She looked beyond the
screen for a moment and her gaze rested npon his face.
Upon her cheek burned the crimson tide that had rushed
there when he had spoken, and in her eyes lingered the
mist that had blurred them when she sat by the window
of her room an hour before.

Only for an instant did she look, and then the screen did
its office as she murmured, “ Captain Vernon is very good
to speak as he does. But I cannot believe that he is en-
tirely in earnest in what he says.”

As he listened to her, into his heart came a passionate
longing to reveal his feelings. But he conquered the im-
pulse that impelled him to declare the love that had come,
80 late, to master him ; for a fear crept over him that, if he
should speak to her upon that forbidden theme, she wounld
rise and leave him in anger and never see hin more. Bet-
ter, he thought, to let the love that dwelt in his breast con-
sume him with its unshared strength than that be should
add to the tears that had already fallen from her eyes, or
that he should be doomed to her anger and hate by an
avowal of it. It was something to be near her; it was
something to.forget in the holiness of her presence the sins
and failings of his life. When with her, the world was for-
gotten and the angry passions of his nature slept. Shounld
be risk all, then, by betraying himself? No; let it pass,
and, with it, the one thought of his life that could never
find utterance, save to bring grief to her and self-reproach
to him.

So thought he in the moment that had elapsed after Mrs,
Arncliffe had ceased speaking. In the brief look that she
had given him he had noticed the heightened color upon
her face, but he ascribed it to the heat of the fire falling
upon her, and he did not, therefore, attach any importance
to it or connect it, in his mind, with his words.
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Mrs. Arncliffe broke the silence. “ A few days ago,” she
said, “ you sent a gentleman to apologize to me for your
failare to call upon me. Who was your friend, Captain
Vernon ?”

He had not expected this, but he hastened to answer.
“ He was an old friend of my father and my mother during
their life. His presence was no intrusion, I hope.”

% Oh, no, I liked him. Why did you not bring him with
you? There seemed to be a secret sorrow resting upon
him and I sympathized with him. I thought that he was
unhappy.”

‘With the screen before her face she could not see Cap-
tain Vernon. There was a strange look upon him that
would have startled her. Tt was not a look of passion. It
was an expression of doubt mingled with remorse—remorse
for the sorrows he had brought to the old man of whom
she was speaking.

“I am glad, Mrs. Arncliffe, that you liked him. He has
many sorrows ; but I cannot speak of them now. If you
have any sympathy for an old man who is unhappy, give
it all to him. If you can have any love for one who has
none to care for him, who walks alone with his great grief
about him, forget that you do not know him, and forget
that he is a stranger to you, and give that love to him |

He spoke eagerly. He pleaded for Blacker, that she
would love him, as if he had been pleading for himself, and
his words fell upon her ear with a strange meaning. What
mystery was there about his friend that called for her love
and sympathy? Why was he 8o eager to enlist her feel-
ings in behslf of his friend ?

There was no oracle to solve his language to her compre-
hension. The mystery that shrouded the house in Balfour-
street, and which had distracted Alderley and had rent it
into angry factions, began to envelope her in its folds, and
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she was thenceforth to walk with it until the time when
that mystery should be made plain to every mind.

Under the shelter of the screen Mrs. Arncliffe thought
of these things. Whilst she could not understand Captain
Vernon’s meaning, she could at least understand his desire.
If he wished her to care for one for whom he cared, it
would be more than a duty with her to do so—it would be
a pleasure. And then there came to her the recollection
of what the old man for whom Captain Vernon was plead-
ing had said to her in speaking of the Captain—that he
was the worst enemy of those who cared for him. Had he
ever been the old man’s enemy, and did he wish to expiate
his wrong by enlisting her sympathy in his sorrows?

The mystery was there, but she could not read it; and
so she simply answered, “ I will give my sympathy to the
unhappy wherever I find them. If your friend has none
to love him, and if he be worthy of the love I could give
him, I would give it to him with my sympathy. I would
give it to him in charity, and as a daughter would give
her love to her father whom she has never known.”

Her head was bent upon her bosom and the hand that
held the screen. had fallen into her lap. That unknown
chapter in her own life, which concealed the secret that
Mrs. Archibald had promised to reveal one day to her,
was uppermost in her thoughts, and she connected, she
knew not why, the old man’s story with her own. There
was no voice to whisper to her that the man who sat be-
side her and pleaded for his friend was aware of this secret,
and the past—with all that it contained of dead resolves
against her on the part of Captain Vernon—resolves that,
had they been fulfilled, would have brought the knowledge
with them that was unknown then—was happily sealed
to her.

“ Yes, Mra. Arncliffe,” said Captain Vernon, as eagerly
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as before, “if you should love him as a daughter does who
loves a father, you will love him as he would be loved.’
For the grief that makes him seem an older man than he
is has connection with an affection which has been dead
to him for years. If you can have sympathy for him for
this, and if you can give him that love which has been
denied to him for these years, it will indeed be a charity.”

Still loat in thought, she did not interrupt Captain Ver-
non who went on speaking rapidly. He was evoking from
the past the dead records it contained, and his mind was
dwelling on his own disregard of the chanty he held up to
Mrs. Arncliffe.

“ When I sent my friend to bear my excuses to you for
my failure to call upon you, I did so that he might speak
to you and see you. You may think this avowal a strange
one, Mrs. Arncliffe, and it would be so but for this, that
my friend had told me you were the friend and protector
of those who needed friends and protectors and that the
poor were never turned away from your door empty-
handed. I thought when I sent him here you would
extend the same sympathy to him that you have extended
to others—that you would pity bim and care for him as
I do.”

He rose from his chair and stood by the mantel-piece.
In the sudden interest, indicated by his words, that he
manifested in her opinion of his friend, he had parted
with the restraints society imposed upon his conduct and
had yielded to his natural impulses which led him mto his
old disregard of the world’s formalities.

Mrs, Arncliffe looked up at him timidly as he stood lean.
ing upon his arm. She did not attempt to weave theories
as to his meaning in urging the old man’s cause. She ac-
cepted his words. as a part of that strange nature which
marked him out to be his own enemy, and, in the love that
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she bore him, the days that had elapsed since she had
known him seemed years and he and his manners had
grown as familiar to her as though he had been the com-
panion of her childhood.

With this brief interval of silence he went on in a Justifi-
cation of the old man against a nameless false friend.

“When I speak of him as unknown to a love that has
been dead to him for years, I do not wish you to under-
stand, Mrs. Arncliffe, that he is entirely guilty if that love
has ever left his side in the person of her who should have
been with him. If he has had reason to sorrow, it is be-
cause there was one with him whom ill-fortune has followed
in every venture of his life—one who has been reckless
until it is too late to be good and who has blasted every
hope that has been placed in him. It was by his advice
that my friend allowed his happiness to be cast away, until
time has changed fortunes and that happiness is almost
beyond his reach!”

Whatever might be the sorrow under which his friend
labored, she could well enough understand, now, who was
the one to whom he referred as having led him astray.
She closed her eyes to shut him out, standing before her,
but she could not efface from her mind that other picture
which her thoughts presented to her, of Captain Vernon,
at some future day, casting a shadow upon her life as he
had ruined every hope that had been placed in him. Bat
when he paused she said, gently, “If it has been a long
grief to him, when it shall be removed—if it should ever be
removed—his happiness will be greater because of his suf
ferings. When that day shall come—if it ever should
come—I will rejoice to think that your friend is happier,
Captain Vernon. Will you tell him this for me ?”

“I will tell him this, Mrs. Arncliffe, and that his
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sufferings have excited your sympathy. He will thank
you, as I thank you now in his name.”

“ And say to him, that if some day he should come to
visit me, I would be happy to see him again. Tell him that
what poor comfort lies in my sympathy I freely give him.”

She eaid this partly because she knew that Captain Ver-
non would be pleased with it, and partly because her incli-
nations led her to say it. She remembered the feeble old
" man with pity, and she had learned to look kindly on those
whose lives were burdened with an unspoken grief.

“ When I go back to Alderley I will 'tell my friend this,
and he will come to see you as you wish. You will remem-
ber what you have promised me, and you will be a daugh-
ter to him in love, will you not, Mrs. Arncliffe ?”

“Yes, if my love can be of any avail, and if any words
of mine, uttered in kindness, could serve to remind him of
something that might have been, it is not much for me to
give that love and to speak those words; and if, by any
act of mine, I'can lead him to forget for a while what op-
presses him, I will do so.” '

The gentle nature that had brought content to the hearts
of the poor of Alderley, and which had cheered the weary
wayfarer by the exercise of its gooduness, spoke in those
words; and as Captain Vernon listened to them, his Leart
smote him that in other days he had meditated wrong
against the woman who uttered them.

Whilst she was speaking Captain Vernon resumed his
seat. Her eyes were fixed upon the carpet, but she knew
that he was observing her closely. His manner throughout
the interview had been too earnest to escape her notice, but
she referred this to the interest he felt in his friend and
not to any feeling that might concern himeelf alone. Had
it been otherwise, she might have suspected that some other
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feeling prompted his words. But no; the time had not
come yet when the mad passion that lurked in his heart
was to be expressed in speech; and the future, and what it
was to bring with it, carried a blessing with it in the igno-
rance with which her mind looked forward to it.

From where Captain Vernon sat he could see the por-
trait of Mr. Arncliffe, and, as his eyes fell upon it, he
thought of him as busy with what concerned Government
and neglecting his young wife. ‘

“When do you expect the return of Mr. Arncliffe ?” he
said, turning from the contemplation of the portrait.

“] do not know when Mr. Arncliffe will return to Fram-
leigh. He may be here in a week, and he may not be here
for & month.”

“Is he much engaged ?” )

“Yes, I believe so, Captain Vernon. He writes to me
that his affairs will not allow him to leave at present, but
that, possibly, he may come down toward the end of this
month.” .

She spoke wearily as if she felt no interest in what she
was saying. Captain Vernon, twirling his moustache, ob-
served this, and went on.

“In the long days that you pass here in loneliness—par-
don me if I am too bold—do you not sometimes wish for a
change to relieve the monotony of your present life? Do
you never think of other scenes? For, if I mistake not,
you can take but little pleasure in the idle visits of your
friends in society.”

“I remain here because Mr. Arncliffe wishesit. If I
were to follow my inclinations I would not remain at
Framleigh during his absence. Society has few charms for
me beyond the knowledge that, in receiving the visits of
acquaintances, I fulfil one of the duties we all owe to each
other.” :
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As she spoke Captain Vernon smiled & bitter smile,

“In the circle in which you move, Mrs. Arncliffe,” he
said, “ and in the goodness of your life, you are spared the
wrongs with which men and women curse each other.
You are spared the misery that springs from the world’s
persecution of one whom it hates, and you accept its
smiles as teal and its good wishes as the promptings of its
heart.”

Looking away from him, she made no answer. She knew
that his misanthropy arose from that perverted phase of
his nature which distorted life in his eyes until it became
simply a channel for abuse and persecution on the part
of the many agdinst the few.

“You can have no cause to regret your life and what has
come of it,” Captain Vernon resumed. *Because you were
good you have been happy. If justice has been done to
your worth, and if you are loved, as you deserve to be, for
the good you have doue to others, you have been happily
exempt from the miserable fate the world reserves for
what it envies—detraction and persecutions. Life has
brought no shadows to mar your happiness, I trust, Mrs,
Arncliffe ?”

Her gaze wandered from the vacancy upon which it had
been fixed and her eyes turned inquiringly upon his face.
‘Why did he ask her that? she thought. Had he detected
in her manner any evidence of what, so lang as she lived,
she prayed that God would give her strength to conceal ?

His voice expressed the interest he felt in her answer
and his eye looked the respectful sympathy it had shown
when he had addressed her on the day of their first meet-
ing. Her reply was uttered in a low tone and he bent
toward her the better to hearit. “Life has brought its
shadows to me as well as to the rest of the world, Captain
‘Vernon. If Iam not as happy as I should be, it is because

*6 .
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T am ungrateful and because I do not properly apprecmtn
the blessings that God has shown to me.”

There was no clue in those words to permit him to read
the mystery of Mrs. Arncliffe in tears at the window, when
he stood apdrt in the night and watched her. Whatever
grief was at her heart, she concealed. it from him, he
thought. And as he questioned himself, he felt with bit-
terness that, to him, it was right that her thoughts should
be concealed. What was he to her that she should give
him her confidence? Nothing. An acquaintance of a
week, a man met by chance in a crowd, and whose pres-
ence was of as little account to her as was that of the
traveller threading the maze of some far-off wildernesa.

As this thought possessed him, the tender eyes looking
with a dreamful persistency into the coals in the grate, and
the delicate cheek, flushed with the heat of the fire falling
upon it, became irksome to him. He felt, in his bitterness
of heart, his hatred of the world grow stronger and stronger
within him, and he cursed anew that spirit of ill, which, in
his belief, followed him and which, even at the gate of that
Paradise which his destiny had vouchsafed him, drove him
forth to fall a prey to the evil passions of his nature.

With his face darkened by that angry thought, he rose
to go. Mrs. Arncliffe, aroused by his movement, looked
up at him, and the color that was upon her died away and
left the paleness of death on her cheek as she looked. For
she felt a strange belief that at some day, when those pas-
sions of his life should culminate in disgrace, and, it may
be, crime, to him, she would not pass unscathed beneath
the blow that was to blast him. That disgrace and that
crime might come to him alone, but in his loss she would
suffer as surely as if they had been her own. Oh! that
she could speak to him as her woman’s heart dictated!
Oh! that she could warn him to beware of that reckless
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disregard of all law which showed itself so plainly in his
every action! But,no. The barrier that was between
him and her prevented that; and she could only shrink
before the betrayal of his nature, with no voice to warn
him—no loving voice to cheer him in an endeavor to do
what was right.. .

Standing beside her chair, Captain Vernon said to her
abruptly, “If you are not happy, Mrs. Arncliffe—who de
serve to be—you will understand me when I say that my
life, too, has been the sport of fortune. If my words seem
strange to you, and if I speak too boldly, perhaps, let this
be my justification : that I see in you, and in your nature,
the reflection of a good mother who died in the hope that
her son would forget whatever had occurred to mould him
to sin, and would live to be honored and respected. Let
this thought justify me if I have said aught to-day to offend
you.”

She rose to speak to him; but even in that moment, with
a quick salute, he had gone. She heard the great hall-
door close after him, and through the window she could
see him walking toward Black Dick, impatiently waiting
his rider and beating the earth with his hoof.

In another moment he had mounted the horse and was
galloping toward the gate. Would he look back ? thought
Mrs. Arncliffe. No! Through the gate and on the road
to Alderley she saw him speed; and then the objects be-
tween them shut him from her sight and she turned away
from the window to weep. To weep, not for herself—for
her worse than useless love was forgotten in that moment—
but for the man who had left her with a despairing speech
upon his lips. To weep for that life which was thrown
away in the pursuit of wrong ends and which had no
gleam in its dark course save the memory of a mother who
had died in the hope that her son would one day be hon-
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ored and respected. To weep at the true knowledge of
what was meant by Captain Vernon’s oldest friend when
he had said that he was his own enemy and the worst en-
emy of those who cared for him.

The entrance of the Victim aroused her from the lull into
which she had fallen after her passion of tears had spent
itself.

He bore in his hand the day’s mail.

She looked at the letters, one by one. There was one
from Mr. Arncliffe; but she laid that aside. She knew
what that contained: the cold, formal expressions of re-
speot that Mr. Philip Arncliffe usually wrote to Mrs. Bertha
Arncliffe, his wife. There was one, also, from Lady Eden.
A repetition of the invitation to Mra. Arncliffe to spend
the Christmas season with her at Eden Lodge. Then there
were two or three little remembrances from the hawks,
which, she knew, contained the usual amount of idle gossip
and sharp animadversion. These, too, she laid aside with
the others. )

There was one letter left to examine. She was too famil-
iar with the handwriting to mistake it. It was a bulky
letter and was evidently in answer to the one she had
written a few days before. .

The letter was from Mrs. Archibald.

And then, with the recollection of all that Captain Ver-
non had said still strong upon her, she entered upon the
perusal of those words which were to make her aware of
that which, in ber days of girlhood, her adopted mother had
kept concealed from her—that unknown portion of her °
history that, knowing which, Mr. Arncliffe had waived
when he had made her his wife, -
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CHAPTER X,
MRS, ARCHIBALD TO MRS. ARNCLIFFE. .

TeE Resmmency, November 8d.

“ Your letter of October 28th found me upon a sick-bed,
or otherwise I would have hastened to you to mingle my
tears with yours in this sad hour. Forgive me, my dear
child, if at times I have ridiculed what appeared to me to
be the result of too much concentration of thought, on your
part, upon the dark side of your life. If I have ever done
80, it was because I sought, by investing with the garb of
trivial troubles what you supposed to be great misfortunes,
to teach you to look lightly upon sufferings which, I know,
must have cost you many hours of bitter anguish, and to
urge you to forget whatever, in other days, you were accus-
tomed to look forward to as essentials to your future hap-
piness. You were always, my dear Bertha, dispcsed to
lay too much stress upon what your imagination would
picture to you as the most probable destiny that the years
that were to come would bring with them. You were

. always prone, in your days of girlhood, to connect the hope
with the reality ; and if you have had any sorrows in these
later days, you must try to think of them not <0 much as
sorrows that, of themselves, are worthy of tesss, hat as the
non-realizations of what in your youth you fcadly hoped
would be.

“When I placed before you the advantages of + marrage
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with Mr. Arncliffe, I did what I thought was my duty. I
did not take into consideration (I will not say with what
probable injustice to you) the fact that you had had the fan-
cies to which I have referred. I did not think of them—if
they ever crossed my mind—as other than mere imaginings
which time and a better knowledge of what was expected
of you would combine to remove. In the great step that a
woman takes when she leaves the fireside of home to enter
upon the duties of the married state, she does not (or should
not) carry with her every little impulse that in the home-
circle gave her reflection and caused hopes and expecta-
tions to arise which possibly the future would never find
fulfilled. The strong, earnest resolve to do what is hers to
do, and to forget whatever conflicts with that duty, is the
only resolve a woman should have under those circur-
stances,

“When I urged you, if your conscience did not forbid it,
to marry Mr. Arncliffe, I was looking forward to a day
when, perhaps, I would not be here to protect you. I re-
cognized in him a gentleman who, if he could never give
you that love which, in your maidenhood, you anticipated
would one day be yours, would at least give you the respect
and protection that belongs, of right, to a wife. Therefore,
when he proposed for your hand, I left it to your decision
to accept him or to reject him. I thought a better ac-
quaintance with him and his generous qualities would lead
you to give him, if not love, at least that which is but a
step from it, a quiet and contented heart. I trusted also
that in entering upon your duties as mistress of Framleigh,
you would carry the resolve into your new sphere to think
only of, and to do only, what appertained to that position.
If you have failed in this resolve, and if you find your na-
ture still rebellious against what is your plain duty, you
must struggle to conquer it; and if the struggle be a hard
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one, your triumph will be so much the greater, when that
conquest is effected.

“In regard to your expressed wish that you should be
told of those things of which you are now ignorant, I shall
proceed to tell you of them, and as briefly as I can. It is
not a pleasant subject for me to linger upon; and but for
this, that you have asked me to make you aware of that
part of your history into which I have never given you an
insight, I would never of my own accord break the seal
that holds you from the truth.

“When you have read what I am about to write, Bertha,
if you bear any regrets for what is past, let them go to the
dead. Let them linger above the grave of that good
mother of yours who was the only true parent whom God
had blessed you with. I would not deprive a father of the
affections of bis child, but if that father has forgotten the
duties he owed to God and man, and if he has neglected
that child and brought sorrow to her mother, if I had any
voice to advise, I would tell the child of such a man to
guard in especial reverence and love the memory of the
suffering angel who went to her grave blessing her offspring
—blessing it and praying that God, in His mercy, would
grant protection to the fatherless orphan,

“To suffer, and to suffer unrepiningly, and then to die
with a prayer for the welfare of him who has brought grief
to her who prays, is the act of a true Christian.

“It was so that your mother died, Bertha.

“ Where, and how, shall I commence to tell you of it ?

“Let me commence at the beginning.

“Your mother and I were early friends. We went to
the same school, and when vacation would come around I
would go to her house and spend a part of the holidays
with her, and she would spend the remaining days, before
the recommencement of studies, .at mine. Your mother’s
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'father was. the rector of our parish. Your grandmot.her
had been dead for many years before your mother was
married, and, with the exception of her father, your mother
had no near relatives. .

“The school we attended was situated in Cumberland.
It was not far from one of the great iron-works of that dis-
trict. The proprietor of these works was a gentleman
named Tyrrel. The school-girls were accustomed fre-
quently to go on holidays to the factory, accompanied by
their preceptors, to see the machinery in motion.

“The gentleman who superintended the factory was a
man of about thirty, of a dark, foreign look. I remember
the girls used to call him the Black Count when speaking
of him. He was very polite to us when we made inquiries
as to the different portions of the building, and as to the
purpose of certain intricate machinery which we could not
comprehend. He was a handsome man and was very pop-
ular with the girls. His name was John Blacker, and he
was your father.

“I do not hesitate to acknowledge to you, my dear Ber-
tha, that I never liked your father. There was about him .
an irresolute manner, mingled with a certain passionate
trait, which displeased me.

“If I were, at this distant day, to characterize him, I
should say, from my recollection of what he was then, that
he could never have resisted a firm, determined will; and
that he would have exercised a tyrant’s sway over what
was weak and yielding. '

“ At any rate the future proved that my reading of his
character was correct.

“ As I did not, as I have before said, like your father, I
saw, with much anxiety, that your mother was pleased with

“It was not alone on account of his nature that I felt
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uneasy at what might spring from this growing intimacy.
Your father’s rank in life was many degrees lower than that
of your mother, and I knew your grandfather too well to
think that he would ever consent to a marriage between
his daughter and John Blacker.

“ What influence I possessed with your mother, I exerted
in the attempt to dissuade her from any thought of oppos-
ing her father’s will.in this respect.

“But in vain. She loved as truly as woman ever loved
man before, and all my advice and entreaties were useless.
She wowld marry him, she said. What care had she for
 the opinion of the world? Was he not honest ?- Did he
"not love her?

“Poor Bertha! The tears are falling from my eyes as I
think of her! Let me hurry over this portion of your
mother’s life. Let me come to the time that saw her flee
from the protection of her father’s roof. to become the wife
of John Blacker. ’

“She was married in a neighboring church; and when
she went to the sacrifice—for it was a sacrifice—I went with
her. I was very angry with her, but I pitied her and I
could not desert her.

“ When the news was brought to your grandfather that
she had been clandestinely married to your father, he closed
the doors of his house on her forever. Poor old man! He"
did not live long afterward to upbraid your mother for her
conduct. The servants found him dead, one morning, in
his bed ; and he died without blessing her.

“For a year or more after her marriage, your mother’s
life was sufficiently happy. If your father neglected her,
he did not ill-treat her. If he was wanting in the love that
should have been hers, he was not want.mg in a proper re-
spect for ‘her.

“It was about this time that you were born.




188 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET.

“What happened in your mother’s domestic relations
after your birth I do not know. When we met, which was
seldom, she never spoke concerning your father’s conduct;
but I noticed that her cheek was paler than it had ever
been before, and her manner was more dejected and indi-
cated a secret sorrow.

“I never questioned her on the subject; but I had my
suspicions of the truth. Your father had become dissi-
pated, and I was positive that he had added harsh treatment
to neglect.

“ And now, my dear Bertha, I come to that which con-
cerns you and me more closely.

¢ Captain Archibald had just retired from the army and
"had returned to ‘The Residency,” as he called our little
home in Westmoreland, to recruit his shattered health.

“ We were sitting one evening in the parlor you know so
well, and were speaking about the future. God had never
given us children to love and care for, and we were repin-
ing, as we sometimes did, that this was so, and wishing for
a little innocent to rear and foster as our own.

¢ As if in answer to our prayers—can I ever forget it ?—
a carriage drove up to the gate on the lawn and your poor
mother descended, holding you in her arms. But what an
answer to our prayers! The pallor of death sat upon her
features, and in her wild eye I saw the traces of the conflict
between duty and suffering—the long conflict that had re-
sulted in her flight from her husband’s roof, as she had fled
from her father’s, and bearing with her you, Bertha, the
pledge that should have so united him to her that nothing
could ever have parted them.,

“As you read these words, do you know now, and can
you understand, why I have kept the truth concealed from
you?

“Oh, my daughter, in love if not in reality ! .your poor
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mother was utterly broken-hearted, and your father’s ne-
glect had caused it.

“When she reached the porch—for I had gone out to
meet her—she threw herself into my arms and said to me,
‘Receive me, my dear friend, and protect me; if not for
my sake at least for the sake of my innocent child. Be the
sister to me you have always been, and let me lie beneath
the shelter of your roof here and die.’

“ And had it come to this? I thought.

“I did not question her upon the subject of her troubles.
It was enough for me and my husband to know that she
needed our protection. You were a little chubby thing at
that time, just four years old ; and as I took you from your
exhausted mother’s arms I told her that, if she should be
called away before me, I would take you for my own and
have a mother’s care for you.

“Let me pass on to the end. »
“Your father never came to our house to inquire for
your mother. Whether he knew that she had come to us
or not, he gave us no evidence, save in one instance, of this

knowledge or this ignorance.

“From fragmentary words uttered by her, during her
stay at our house, before she was called to rest, I learned
that he had been a party to your mother’s flight. He had
told her that if she were unhappy with him she should go
away and leave him and take her child with her; that he
did not love her—

“Oh! what am I writing to youl ‘What new sorrow
am I adding to that surcharged heart of yours!

“You can scarcely remember, my poor child, the wasted
figure at whose knees you nightly offered up your prayers.
You cannot recall the prayers you then uttered under
your mother’s saintly guidance—the prayers that looked
to God’s blessing on the man who had blasted her life
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and had forced her to lay her weary head under a stranger’s
roof.

“ And the thousand little motherly acts of kindness—do

" you remember them, Bertha? No; you can scarcely
recollect them. But they were there unceasingly, until
that night when your mother resigned herself into God’s
keeping, and-you were, indeed, an orphan.
" “When your mother was laid to rest in the church-
yard, you became my daughter. When my husband, your
adopted- father, died, shortly after your mother’s death,
I had no one left to comfort me in my desolation but
you. -
“Your childish prattle filled the void in my heart caused
by the death of my husband, and my earliest friend, your
mother. Had you been my own child, I could not have
loved you more ; and had I been your mother, you could
not have returned that love more devotedly.

“The promise I had given to your mother, when she
asked me to receive her, that I would care for you if she
should die and leave you unprotected, I fulfilled joyfully.
For I found in you a loving daughter and companion, to
whose love and attention I have been indebted for what-
ever of happiness has been mine in my failing years.

“ And now, dear Bertha, that you have the knowledge
of that which has been kept concealed from you for so
many years, let me write a few words in regard to your
father. i

“I do not know whether he be alive or dead. Your
mother, during her life with me, received one letter from
him. Strangely enough, it was directed to my care, as he
‘supposed, doubtless, that I would know the refuge to
which she had fled.

“ She did not show me the letter; but she told me that
it contained expressions of remorse and penitence for what
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he had done, and she asked my -advice as to what course
she should pursue. I told her to write to him, without
giving ber address, but with instructions to direct his
answer to my care, and to ask him if he would promise
solemnly to be gentle with her if she should return to
him. She did so. I caused the letter to be posted in a
distant town. But no answer was ever received to this
letter. We could not solve the mystery connected with
his failure to reply.

“That was the last intimation that he was alive your
mother ever received. Inquiries, instituted at the town in
which he lived, resulted in our learning that, a few days
before, he had gone away without leaving any trace as to
his destination.

“ From that time forth your mother looked upon him as
dead, and she resigned herself to what was to be.

* « After your mother’s death your father was forgotten
by me. He never came to claim you as his daughter, and
I considered you as my own child.

% But once only have I since had reason to believe that
he still lives. About the time we became acquainted with
Mr. Arncliffe, I met 3 man in the streets of Brighton,
during our residence there, whom I supposed to be your
father. But, ob, so changed! I saw him for a moment
only. The gla.noe I had of him was too brief and unsatis-
factory to lead me to believe positively that it was he.
Although I'looked anxiously for him, whenever I went in
the street afterward, I never saw him more. N

“If you think of him, my dear child, think of him for-
givingly, and, to do this, think of him as dead. He must
be dead. If he be not dead, what power stronger than .
death held him from your poor mother’s side in her dying
hour, as she died with blessings upon his guilty head ?

“And now that I have answered you fully snd com-
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pletely, there is another subject upon which I must write
yow. Your letter breathes a deeper spirit of sorrow than I
have ever perceived in what you have heretofore written.
I will not seek to discover the mysteries of your heart, nor
will I require that you should unbosom yourself to me.
For I know that, after all, I am but your mother by adop-
tion, and that there may be secret depths in your heart
which only a mother’s eye can search. But I would be
false to myself and false to you, Bertha, if I were to shat
my eyes to the fact that some great grief has overcome
yow. I will not name it—I cannot name it. It may be
the grief that only a woman in your condition can feel. It
may be that Mr. Arncliffe is wanting, in a measure, in
kindness to you. It may be that you are causelessly un-
happy, and that you confound, as of old, the dream with
the reality. : )

“Oh, Bertha, if there be sorrow at your heart, and if it
be death to let it remain there unrevealed, think of me,
speaking to you now, as you would of the voice of your
dead mother rising from the grave and saying to you:
‘If there be a secret in your heart that you should not
dwell upon alone, reveal it.’

*“Think of this, Bertha; and if you would hesitate to
reveal it to Mr. Arncliffe—if you dare not reveal it to him
—remember that I am yet alive to guide you and to cherish
you, if need be. Remember that whatever gtief you have
is my grief; and crush, I implore you, the false pride which
seals your heart from

“ Your mother,
“ JANE ARCHIBALD,”

" These were the words that, half-blinded with her tears,
Mrs. Arncliffe read. She understood, now, that mystery
of her mother’s life, and of her own parentage, upon which

}

-
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Mrs. Archibald had always refused to speak to her. She
knew, also, what it was that Mr. Arncliffe had generously
put aside when he married her—that even now the earth
might be burdened with a living shame and disgrace who
would, perhaps, some day, cross the threshold of her hus-
band’s house and say to her: Give me a share of your
fortune, for I am your father.

Had it been given to her to comprehend the present and
to read, with a prophet’s understanding, the future, would
any knowledge she might thus have possessed have made
the mystery that lurked in the house in Balfour-street harm-
less for ill ?

No.

For the Fates had decreed—and his whole life had sanc-
tioned the decree—that Captain Horace Vernon should
fulfil his destiny. And there was no power on the earth,
or in the air, or in the waters that surround the earth, to
change what was to be the ultimate end; to so cast his
earthly actions as to ward off, and to leave unaccomplished,
the consummation of that destiny.
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CHAPTER XL
OAPTAIN VERNON BECEIVES A LETTER FROM ABROAD,

TH:E love for Mrs. Arncliffe which had possessed Captain
Vernon brought with it the misery incidental to such
alove. It had not been the growth of years, but it was
not the weaker for that. It had sprung to birth in an
hour; but in that hour it had become the single powerful,
absorbing passion of his life. It had so inflnenced him
that whereas he had returned to Alderley with the resolve
to secure Mrs. Arncliffe’s co-operation in his purpose, now
his pride revolted at the thought that he should appear be-
fore her a suppliant. Stronger in his case than it would
have been in that of a man of a different nature—because
his impulses, whether for good or for evil, were all of that
intense kind—his hatred of the world which, before he had
met Mrs. Arncliffe, had mastered him and had embittered
his life, yielded to the softer feelings that controlled him
when in her presence, or when thinking of her. But even
in this submission there was a tinge of renewed bitterness;
for in his strange persistency in holding society account-
able for what he was, and what he had been, he believed
that but for its persecution of him he would have been a
better man, and that he might, perchance, in the dead
years, have Ioved her and won her, and, in making her his
- wife, have continued those lessons that his mother had in-
stilled into him—the lessons of patience and charity that

only a loving woman can inculcate in a man’s heart.
It was this feeling that had led him to act so strangely
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in his second interview with Mrs. Arncliffe, when she spoke
of the world in her gentle, kindly way. It was this feeling,
aggravated by the thought that even to her, whom he
loved, he dared not speak as his heart impelled him to
speak, that led him to leave her presence with an abrupt
speech upon his lips and with anger in his heart.

‘When he returned to the house in Balfour-street after
his sudden departure from Framleigh-Place, Captain Ver
non maintained for a long time a moody silence.

The attempts on Blacker’s part to draw him into conver-
sation having failed, the old man had left him to his own
fancies. 'What these fancies were it would have been dif-
ficult to say. But from his frowning face and bhard-set fea-
tures, Blacker augured that something unusual had happened
to him on his visit to Framleigh. What was it ? thought
the old man.

He bad gone into his own room, and had left Captain
Vernon sitting before the fire, and, as was his custom in his
moments of displeasure, frowning at it. . ‘

The Captain’s voice calling him to come to him, and
saying that he wished to speak to him, brought him to the
Captain’s side.

‘When he entered the room, Captain Vernon was the first
tospeak. “ Blacker,” he said, “I did a thing for you to-day
that I would not have done for any other: that I would
not have done for myself. I invoked Mrs. Arncliffe’s sym-
pathy for you in what I called your sorrows.”

The old man, standing by his chair, said that it was kind
in him and generous in him todo so. But what did Bertha
say to that?

“She said,” the Captain answered, * that if yon deserved
her sympathy, she would give you that sympathy, and if
you deserved her love, she would give you the love she
would give to a father whom she has never known,

1
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Blacker, look in your heart and tell me; do you deserve
Bertha's love ?”

The tears were standing in the old man’s eyes, and his
utterance was broken, as he answered, “ As God is my Judge,

and for the misery I have brought upon myself, I believe -

that I do.”

Captain Vernon said gently, “Yes, Blacker, I believe
- you do, or I would never have asked her for'it in your
name. That is all I desired to say. Leave me now, for I
wish to be alone.”

The old man, moving slowly toward the door, stopped to
listen to Captain Vernon, who was speaking again.

“Do you remember,” the Captain said, “ how she looked
when I last saw her, ten years ago? Do you remfember
how she blushed at that time when I looked at her as she
entered the stage, going home for the holidays? Well,
her face wore the same expression to-day, and the old blush
was upon her cheek. The years have not changed her
nature, Blacker.”

Blacker came back as the Captain said this.

“Did she seem happy, Arthur?” he said.

“Happy? No!”

In the pause that ensued, the old man resumed his seat.
“J somehow think, Arthur,” he went on to say, with a look
of pain, “ that she is not happy. ,But why she should be
unhappy I do not know.”

¢ She is not happy. Whatever may be the cause, I Znow
there is sorrow at her heart.” The Captain, as he spoke,
was dwelling upon the time when he had seen Mrs. Arn-
cliffe weeping. Before the old man could reply, he said
suddenly, “Do you know anything of Bertha’s feelings for
her husband ?”

“No. She loves him, I hope.”

With a quick, passionate gesture, as if he would spurn
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the supposition away from him, Captain Vernon said, “ Of
course you hope so! But does she love him? See the dif-
ference in their ages. See the difference in their natures.
See the shameful neglect with which he treats her!” The
old man shook his head but gave no other answer.

“ What a cursed torment is this thing men call ‘love,’”
pursued the Captain, falling into his old manner. “ What
" a thing to laugh at when one does not feel it, and is, there-

fore, beyond its influence! What a very tyrant when it
masters a man |” ‘ .

“It is a feeling you have always despised, Arthur.”

“I? Oh, yes! I have trampled it under foot! I have
scorned it! It has been part of my life to avoid it. To
. love a woman I have considered synonymous with a sur-
render of a man’s dignity. But what a tyrant it is!” He
paused for an instant to look musingly into the fire.

“] wonder,” he went on after awhile, *“if men who com-
mit crimes—say murder—for—for a woman’s love are en-
tively in their senses? I wonder if the world, knowing the
fire, the consuming passion, that burnt their lives away
would adjudge them guilty of sin under those circumstances ?
It would seem to me that men should call it madness, mad-
ness/” His voice was husky and a dark flush overspread
his face. His words were not addressed to his companion,
but took the shape of a soliloquy as he continued speak-
ing. :

“I can imagine, without ever having undergone the
martyrdom, what it is¢o be married and not to love. But
worse than that, is to love hopelessly, to sigh for what can
never be reached, to feel the sting and never to hope for the
remedy. That, I think, is changing a man’s life into an ex-
istence of the damned !

“1It is a strange thing,” he went on, still more in the way
of a seliloquy than as addressing Blacker, “ that this feeling
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called ‘love’ should bring a man down to the level of a
child or an old woman. It is strange that it should enter
into a man’s life and color its aspects to suit itself. When
I reflect upon what I have known men to do all for the
sake of this feeling, I begin to think thereis a. spell about
it. Yes, it must be insanity |»

He roused himself as Blacker repeated after him, “In-
sanity ?”

% Aye, insanity! What else is it but madness that puts
such thoughts in a man’s head as sober reason would laugh
to scorn? What is it but madness that causes a man to
dwell moodily upon death in fifty ways in contemplating &
love that can never be his! Death to himself! Death to
her whom he loves! Death, especially, to a rival who may
be loved by his mistress! Blood, only, can quench such a
fire, Blacker, and death knows no afterthought—no hopes
- unfulfilled—no sense of utter loneliness.”

“ With such feelings, Arthur, it is a blessing for you that
you have never loved, or at least, that you have never
loved without a return. But we were speaking of Bertha’s
love for Mr. Arncliffe.”

He turned almost fiercely upon the old man. ¢ Another
time we will speak of that! Not now—not now!” Then
he relapsed into his moody humor, and his companion
left him. '

The hours, coming and going, found Captain Vernon
and Blacker holding communion, each to himself, apart.
The hours, coming and going, brought with.them the stroke
of four, clanging out harshly from the town-clock, and they
brought with them, too, a loud knock on the iron knocker
of the front-door of the old house.

What strange visitor had announced himself in this
knock? Nothing more mysterious than the Alderley post-
man whom Blacker, looking out of the window down on
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him, saw standing on the pavement and staring at the grin-
ning lion’s head which had dropped its dust upon him as
he knocked. :

To Blacker’s question, “ What’s wanted, my lad ?’ the
postman answered, “Come down in a hurry, will you?
Here’s a dockyment from furrin parts for 40 Balfour-street.”

Blacker, withdrawing his head from the window, made
Captain Vernon aware of the reason of the knocking.

The Captain’s face darkened with an angry frown as
Blacker told him that the postman had brought a foreign
letter with him.

Rising from his ohair, be walked, as was his custom
when anything had occurred to anger him, backward and
forward with rapid strides. His right hand was clenched
tightly. “The miserable fool !” he muttered ; “if he should
ocome here to threaten me, it would have been better for
him that he had died at his mother’s breast!” He turned
to look for the old man to speak to him; but Blacker had
gone down to receive the letter, and was now groping bis
way back through the darkened passage and up the mouldy
stairway. .

The Captain was still walking when Blacker returned,
bearing in his hand a neat tidy letter which he gave to
Captain Vernon. The latter glanced at it and read the
direction upon it written in a delicate but oramped and

foreign hand :
« The House, number 40, street of Balfour,
« At Alderley,
. . « Middlesex, England.”
“ That the letter be left at the House.”

A mysterious direction, but Captain Vernon understood
it, for he tore away the envelope angrily and sat down to
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read what the letter contained. Ae he read his frown
grew deeper and his eye glared with a fierce light.

He read it through to the end and then said to the old
man, with a grim smile, “ When I came to Alderley I left
my friends behind me. Some of them have forgotten me,
but others have not. Here is one who remembers me.
Listen whilst I read to you what this friend of mine has
written to me:

“Paris, October 81st.
“ My dear Horace :

“I was grieved to find, on my return to Paris this morn-
ing, that you had left so precipitately for England. Your
note explaining the reasons for your departure reassured
me, however. Nevertheless, what that I recognized the
Jjustice of your motives, I could not -convince myselt that
you have well-done in acting without my assistance in the
business. You have the strength, my dear Horace, it is
true; but you have not the skill. You have the audacity,
but you have not the finesse. Pardon me if I say that I
have the skill and the cunning both. When we work to-
gether, it is the lion’s strength allied to the fox’s talent.
Let us work together, therefore. You will conquer the
man with the terror of your strength, and I—pardon me—
I will do myself the honor of convincing the lady of the
justice of our cause. I shall, therefore, do myself the
pleasure of joining you soon in the beautiful little town of
Alderley. Consequently, au revoir until we meet again.

“Tout @ vous,

“SAINT-ELME.”

These were the words that Captain Vernon read with a
frown upon his brow and a eneer upon his lip, and to which
the old man listened with a secret terror. For his heart
told him that in those words lurked a new danger to Ber-
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tha—the danger that a cunning, cruel mind, armed with a
controlling knowledge, might bring against her. The old
fear he had once felt that Captain Vernon would wield this
knowledge to her detriment was excited anew as his com-
panion read the letter that the postman had brought. But
now he feared, not Captain Vernon, but the man who was
his accomplice—the man who, even now, perhaps, was on
his way to fulfil his purpose, bringing with him no tie of
old acquaintance, and no fear of the law, to restrain his
evil thoughts, '

As Captain Vernon looked up after reading the letter
Blacker said to him solemnly, “ Arthur, if I understand you
properly, you have thought better of your resolve to bring
sorrow, and it may be shame, to Bertha. If in an unguard-
ed moment you have made this man who has written to
you a sharer in the knowledge you possess, I charge you,
as you revere the memory of your mother and as you re-
spect your good resolutions and my sorrows, to hold his
malice from Bertha. For, if you fail in this, if there be
strength enough in this arm, weak as it is, that man shall
never cross the threshold of Framleigh—shall never bring
renewed grief to that heart which has known neither a
mother’s nor a father’s love.”

In these words, wrung from him by the insolent threat
contained in the letter which had just been read, the old
man rose to a dignity the Captain had never seen appear in
him before.

Folding the letter slowly Captain Vernon placed it in
his pocket. When this was done he rose and walked to
where Blacker was standing. With his hand upon the old
man’s shoulder he answered him.

“My destiny has made this man a part of my future.
Whilst I despise him I must treat him with friendliness.
But if he should attempt to carry out his threat—if he
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should attempt to slime, with his presence, the paths in
which Bertha walks, let him look to it, for I will crush him
as I would crush a serpent that had attempted to bite me.
If it should cost me a life for a life, let him but breathe to
her the knowledge he has wrung from me and he shall
die!”
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CHAPTER XIL
AT FRAMLEIGH-PLACE.

WHILST mysterious fate, whereof no breathing thing
can foretell the course or gnard against the decrees,
was thus evolving itself in the house in Balfour-street and
hurrying Captain Vernon with it to the end, how fared it
with Mrs. Arncliffe in the dweary splendors of Framleigh ?

Not well, apparently; for her face was rarely seen
beyond the door of her chamber and her footfall was sel-
dom heard on the broad stairway leading to the darkened
drawing-room.

Society, as inexorable as destiny, coming periodically, as
was its wont, to flutter in and out of the hall-door of Fram-
leigh, to descend from shining carriages and to sniff with
well-bred ease the stomach-comforts it was its duty to dis-
cuss in common with one another’s merits, would be occa-
sionally put off in a stately way by the Martyr with an in-
timation that Mrs, Arncliffe was not visible, or would be
received with the hopeful answer that the Gorgeous Vic-
tim, lolling upon the cushioned chairs in the ball, would
make it his business to seek hi# mistress and learn whether
she were at home or not. On these latter occasions So-
ciety, lounging in the parlors, sitting before the fire and
gossipping pleasantly, would indulge, with the usual deli-
cate fingering that deprived the performance of any prac-
tical importance, in the cakes and the golden sherry which
gleamed in the flimsy glasses, wondering in the pauses
whether its dear friend would be at home to receive it.

™ :
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Sometimes a rustle would be heard on the stairway, and it
would be gratified in its wish in beholding the pale face
lighted with the stereotyped smile that the occasion en-
forced—the face that grew more weary and more weary as
the hours passed on. Sometimes the Victim, standing like
a splendid but impracticable painting in the doorway and
surveying his persecutors with a rebuking eye, would ex-
press Mrs. Arncliffe’s regrets that her health would not
permit her to receive her dear friends this morning, coupled
with a hope that she entertained that they would not con-
sider themselves under any restraint, but that they would
remain and rest themselves and make themselves at home.
Whereupon, not slow to avail igelf of this gracious invita-
tion, Society, when this message would come to it, would
proceed to please Mrs. Arncliffe in the matter by resting
itself and making itself entirely at home.

There was, however, this remarkable trait in the resting,
and making itself at home, of Society. That it would rest it-
self sometimes standing up, and sometimes sitting down, and
always solaced by what the lace curtains revealed. This
method of complying with Mrs. Arncliffe’s wishes car-
ried with it, however, gall and wormwood to the hearts
of the Stately Martyr and the Gorgeous Victim; for then
might these be seen, after the manner of a weak skirmishing
force, dashing wildly at the field of strife, typified by the
space beyond the curtains, and then falling back to rally on
the main body, bearing with them such trifling trophies as
a plate of cakes, a chicken pie, preserved fruits and decan-
ters of that rare old wine wherein Society so much rejoiced.
To do this, and to retire for awhile, in ambush, and to
stare, the one at the other, with suppressed breathings and
a scornful eye.

‘When Society had looked upon itself as sufficiently rest-
ed, and when, by dint of sudden sallies from their ambush,
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the Martyr and the Victim had divested the field of action
of all objects of interest, it would suddenly become aware
that it had calls upon its time and attention elsewhere
and would go forth to roll away in luxurious carriages; and
to flutter, in the later hours, in other drawing-rooms, and
to go through the same evolutions on a more extended
scale. :

" Leaving behind it the Stately Martyr and the Gorgeous
Victim, bitterly lamenting their fate and lying in an ex-
hausted condition on the chairs in the hall.

Leaving behind it my dear friend, little thought of and
rarely mentioned, holding her face in her hands and weep-
ing in the loneliness of her bridal-chamber.

The tears that were in Mrs. Arncliffe’s eyes were no
strangers there now. Whereas they had come at long in-
tervals before, they rarely left her now. To the grief of
loving madly and rashly that which she should not have
loved was added the other grief, that Mrs. Archibald’s let-
ter had disclosed, that possibly her father still lived.

How and where, she could not bear to dwell upon.

If ever she thought of it, she thought of that long ne-
glect that had left her, his daughter, under a stranger’s care,
and the recipient of a stranger’s bounty. She thought of
him as living, outcast and neglected—outlawed, perhaps,
by the commission of crimes, and neglected by the good
for what he had done. She thought of him—not as she had
thought of him in her early years, as dead, somewhere, but
with no crime attached to his name, dead to this life but
living in the next—but as one who lurked in byways avoid-
ing his fellow-man and shunned by all who met him. A
terrible picture for a daughter’s mind to dwell upon! And
that other picture which her imagination brought constantly
before ber eyes |—that some day would appear before the
household—aye, eyen before Mr. Arncliffe himself—a
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wretched, forlorn, and broken outcast who would claim her
before God and man as his child—who would hold up his
tatters before her eyes and say, “ Are you so unnatural, Ber-
tha, that you will not speak to your father? Are you 8o
dead to filial feeling that you, too, will turn away from
me as the world does ?”

But this thought, terrible as it was, was not the only
doubt that fastened itself upon her mind.

Mrs. Archibald bad appealed to her to reveal the secret
that made her unhappiness more eloquent than before—the
secret that had betrayed itself in her letter to her adopted
mother,

Should she make known to Mrs. Archibald the secret of
her love for Captain Vernon? Should she write to her
and tell her the whole truth, and implore her to remember
that she had never loved Mr. Arncliffe: implore her to re-
member this and that he had married her with this knowl-
edge, and urge this to Mrs. Archibald as extenuation for
the wrong she had allowed herself to commit in loving
Captain Vernon ?

As she thus questioned herself she buried her face more
deeply in her hands. Up to the roots of the fair hair
burned the crimson-hued shame with which she asked her-
self this question; even to-the tips of her fingers did the
quick blood fly at this thought of betraying the secret of
her heart to another.

Mrs. Archibald had said that it was death to leave that
secret unrevealed. If it were death to leave it unrevealed—
to let it lie buried in her own heart the spring of morbid
meditations—did she add to her sin in withholding it from
one who had always been her guide and teacher? If ever
the day should come that would see Captain Vernon a sup-
pliant at her feet, could she implicitly rely on her own
strength to continue in the performance of her duty ?
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With these self-questionings came a resolve to confide to
Mra. Archibald the secret of her life; and in doing this
she trusted that the sacrifice she would make would weigh
in the scales against the wrong she had done Mr. Arncliffe.
And so, once again the memories of the past flocked around
her as she sat and wrote to Mrs. Archibald. :



158 ' THER BOUSEK INBALNUR-SMT

CHAPTER XIIL
MBS, ARNCLIFFE TO MES. ARCHIBALD,

“ FRAMLEIGH-PLACE, November 12th.

ITY me, and forgive me for what I have to write to
you to-day. Think of your Bertha as you would
think of her in those old days when she had no thought
hidden from you: when, in the innocence of her heart,
you were a sharer in whatever brought trouble to her.
Think of those days as if they had never departed from us
and guide me now as you were accustomed to guide me then.
“I need not tell you what tears were mine as I read your
letter. Tears for what that good mother, whom I can
scarcely remember, suffered. Tears for what that father
who has avoided me has done, I think I could be happy
if I could go to some grave, however humble, and weep
above it and say, here lies my father in quiet, with no sin
attached to him. For oh, mother, I do not believe that he
is dead! I cannot believe it! .
“But I have a horrible dread that he may come before
me some day, not with the love that a father should bear
a child—not with remorse in his look and penitence in
his words ; but with curses upon his lip and passion in his
eye—come to me and urge his relationship, and, in the face -
- of all about me, parade his wretchedness and say to that
proud husband of mine: ‘If this woman be your wife, she is
my daughter. Now, let her judge between us !
“But if some day he should come and claim my love
with the grief that remorse has brought with it; if he
-should come and tell me that he is not now what he has
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been; if he should come like the veriest beggar to this
proud house and should implore me to forgive Ais sins
and Ais sorrows, could I hesitate to be a daughter to him
then ?

“Do not think that, in what I am about to say now, I
would reproach you for having concealed this knowledge
of my father and his conduct so Jong from me. I know
that you have hitherto refrained from telling me of it be-
cause you judged it best that I should be ignorant of it;
but I cannot conceal from myself that, had I known this
before, I would have been happier in what would have
sprung from that knowledge than I am now; for then I
-should never have married Mr. Arncliffe. Never have
linked him to my shame and my disgrace—never have
known the grief that has come to me since that marriage !

“ What to me are the pomp and pride in which I live!
‘What care I for the vanities of life when they are allied to
the greatest sorrow that can fill 8 woman’s heart !

¢ Better the humblest home with one whom I love—with
him whom I love—than all the worldly dignity that my
position as Mr. Arncliffe’s wife gives me!

“Oh, mother, do you understand now why your Bertha
is unhappy ?

“I bave written it, and I must not recall it.

“ Him whom I love!

“ Not Mr. Arncliffe, mother—and what do you, wha.t can
you think of me, when I acknowledge it P—not Mr. Arn-
cliffe, my husband !

“How did that love come to me? you will ask. Oh,
mother, I do not know! How does life come to us and
how does death follow it—how does the world go on, from
year to year and from century to century, bringing with it
in its course new beings to live, and to suffer and to die?

“Is it chance ? Is it destiny ?
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“ This great love that controls me as if I drew my life
from it ; this mad love that makes me as helpless as a child
before it ; this passionate realization of all that I have ever
dreamed of in the man of my love, came to me as life
comes to us all, with no will of my own and with no
thought of wrong to Mr. Arncliffe.

“I did not consider that, I did not consider what was to
be the end—and, oh, what will be the end—I only felt that
the moment had come, which must come to every woman’s
heart, when I was to love, and, in that love, be wretched
forever!

“I will not tell you who he is. It is not necessary that
I should do so. If I have been weak enough and rash
enough to permit any feeling to control me, beyond the
measure of duty I owe to my husband, I can at least hold
the object of it in my inmost heart. You know me well
enough to know that no word or action of mine, within my
control, shall ever testify that love to him.

“ Whilst I am Mr. Arncliffe’s wife I will not forget what
is due to the proud nature that allied me to itself, believ-
ing that I would value his name and the honor of his race
a8 he had valued them before.

“I can at least do this, mother. Iwill at least do this.
But, whilst I do not tell you his name, I can tell you of
his nature. If I have read.him aright—and I know that I
have—his nature is very, very cruel. Not only to those
who oppose him, but to those who love him, as well.

“ Oh, am I not to be pitied, that I love so sinfully, and
that he whom I love should be what he is !

“If I were other than I am, and if my affection and com-
panionship could save him from himself—for he is his worst
enemy—I would give him that affection and companion-
ship, even if it led me to gaze at him through a prison’s

bars.
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¢ Oh, mother, what am I in your eyes! Are you not
asking yourself: Is this the woman whom I taught to fol-
low the good? Is this wretched woman, who thus writes
her own shame, the innocent girl who left my home to fill
a wife’s part in life ?

“The same, mother! The same, in her love for you and
in her gratitude for what you have done for her, but oh,
how fallen in her own esteem !

“If you could look into my heart and see what resolve
rests there you would not upbraid me.. You would under-
stand the bitter struggle that has made me strong to resist
this great temptation. You would read there the triumph
of what you have taught me, and you would be happy in
the thought that the child of your love and confidence will
remain true to your teachings—even if her heart should
break in the endeavor. ’

¢ Ab, if I were only with you now, in this my greatest
hour of agony! But I cannot go to you. Mr. Arncliffe
wishes me to remain here at Framleigh. If you were
nearer to Framleigh, he would, perhaps, permit me to go
to you. But he expects to return shortly, for a while, and
I must be near him when he shall come.

¢ And what a meeting will that be! Can I go to him
and welcome him when he crosses the threshold of his
home—the same threshold that-ke has crossed—can I go to
him as before and try to induce him to lay aside that cold
bearing of his which has chilled me when with him ?

“ And if he should look into my eyes and say, in his
proud, quiet way : Bertha, you have been the guardian of
my honor during my absence from home. Is it a worthy
guardian of that honor whom I have made my wife ?

% Oh, what answer could I make to such a question !

“ What more can I say to you, now, to make you aware
of the great sorrow I could n®t conceal from you? I have

.



162 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREKT.

but one thing to tell you, and I shall have told you all
This man of whom I have written is known to me only
through a casual introduction. I am ignorant of his
family, his history and his parentage. I have met him
but twice ; and before meeting him I had neither seen, nor
heard of, him before.

¢ And so ends my confession, mother, to you.

“Deal gently with me and guide, with your motherly
advice, .
' “ Your unhappy

“ BRRTHA.”
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CHAPTER XIV.

CAPTAIN VERNON RECEIVES A VISITOR,

THERE is no power, whereof mortal can understand the
origin, to hold back time in its onward course. It may
lag heavily to those, weary of waiting, who look forward to
a fature bright with hopes fulfilled and desires accom-
plished. It may fly with the tempest’s swiftness to the
doomed wretch staring from the condemned cell upon the
rising and the setting sun. But, as surely as man liveth,
time walks with him and brings with it his allotted por-
tion. To some, all that is good and beautiful. To others,
all that is dark and terrible.

What did time, in its revolving course, bring to Captain
Horace Vernon, late of her Majesty’s service, moody and
restless in the house in Balfour-street ? -

It brought many things with it. It brought to him his
usual bitterness of spirit and hatred of the world, intensi-
fied by the thought of the despairing love that grew
stronger a8 the days went on. It brought with it the
vision of what, under other and happier circumstances, he
might have been, and with it, too, the reality of what he
was. It brought with it repinings and self-reproaches, and
all manner of -maledictions for what, in the course of his
lost life, had come to him.

There is something strangely depressing in the feeling
with which one treads the deserted rooms of a house which
stands a patriarch among its fellows and about which the
evidences of decay are gathered. In the contemplation of
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its mouldy walls; of the dust that settles silently every-
where; in listening to the murmurs that come from strain-
ing rafiers, too long taxed and rebelling against the uses
to which man has 50 long put them; in speculating upon
the mysterious noises that abound from attic to cellar—
mysterious noises that take the shape of woful voices
pleading for liberation from captivity’; we go back and
dwell upon those who in the past years may have inhabited
it and who, dying therein, have left the dust and decay
and the complaining voices as legacies to their successors.
But oh, the unutterable loneliness of such a house want-
ing the happy laughter and the guick footfalls of little
children! Within the walls so bereft is solitude indeed.
And if there"e any companionship for the living there, it
is only that which springs from the memory of the dead.

Did time, inexorable and unpitying, bring to Captain
Horace Vernon sitting in the uncertain light in the house
in Balfour-street and thinking of these things, nothing
save regrets for the past and doubts of what was to come ?
+ Knock, knock, knock. ’

It sounded with a strange, ominous sound through the
gloomy passages and in the silent chambers of the old house.

There was no light in the room in‘which sat Captain
Vernon when this hollow challenge came to his ear, rung
out from the iron knocker beneath the lion’s head. But on
his face the red moon, rising slowly above the tops of the
chimneys opposite, glared with a foreboding hue as it
stared at him through the windows of the room in which
he was born.

Who was it? What had brought him or her, man,
woman or child, to the house in Balfour-street to disturb
its inmates at that hour and to let out into the moonlit
street a measure of the gloom and mystery that hung
about them ? '
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Knock, knock, knook.

Captain Vernon struck his -hand angrily upon the table
by his side and shouted, “ Blacker |” -

He turned to listen to a response from the old man, and,
in that moment, the door leading into the street clanged.
to with a vigor that shook the house to its foundation.

In that moment, too, another foot had crossed the
threshold of the house, which alone, of all his father’s for-
tune, remained to Captain Vernon.

They were coming up the stairs. Captain Vernon stared
frowningly at the door that led into the dark passage.
He could hear the old man’s voice speaking to some one.
Blacker was answering a question.

« Xt was his father’s house and he lived Kfre before he
went abroad.”

Then came the answer to that.  Peste/ But I would
pull it down, if it were mine |”

As these words came to his ear Captain Vernon rose
from his chair, and, folding his arms, stood silently, looking
darkly at the door.

They were in the passage upon which the door opened.
Captain Vernon heard Blacker speaking again.

“ What shall I tell him? What name shall I give ?”
and the other voice answered, “ What name? True—I had
forgot! For want of a better one, say that Monsieur
Raphael Saint Elme, from Paris, wishes to see him.”

The door of Captain Vernon’s room opened and the old
man appeared dimly upon the threshold.

The light of the moon, falling upon Captain Vernon, re-
vealed the Captain’s tall figure to Blacker as he stood in
the doorway ; but it did not require this light to indicate
that Captain Vernon was alert and waiting, for a loud
voice rang through the house as the door opened. The
voice was Captain Vernon's. '
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“There is no need of ceremony! Let Jiousieur Raphael
Saint Elme from Paris enter!” he said. And then by
Blacker’s side stood another figure. The figure of a slight,
fragile man, smoking a cigarette. )

There was a hard, cruel look upon this man’s face.
There was a fixed smile of a sneering character upon his
lips. There was a cold, metallic glitter in his black eyes,
which were round and small and which might have been
farther away from each other without injury to their ex-
pression. His face was very pale, and in this respect of
paleness it was not marred by the growth of whiskers or
moustache.

His dress ,was rigidly simple and of a black color. His
coat was buttoned up to his chin and upon his arm hung
suspended a heavy cloak. Altogether, with his black eyes
and close cropped hair, with his sneering smile and his
sombre garb and secretive aspect, this new visitor from
Paris, as he had announced himself, was not apparently a
visitor of the most desirable kind.

Blowing the smoke from him, and emitting it from his
nostrils, the stranger peered into the room until his look
fell upon Captain Vernon, standing, a dark shadow shut-
ting out the light of the moon.

« Diable I” ejaculated the foreigner, turning to look about
him uneasily ; “have I got into a den of thieves here!”

Captain Vernon, still standing with folded arms, answered
him slowly.

“ Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme had ‘better remember
that he is in my house.”

Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme, from Paris, smoking his
cigarette and swallowing the smoke, and blowing it from
his nostrils, answered in an equally leisurely tone, “Ah!
have I then the pleasure of listening to my friend—" He
hesitated for a moment, glancing at Blacker meaningly.
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« Captain Horace Vernon,” the Captain, filling up the
sentence, said.

“Still the same Horace, eh! Very good, and very
well.”

Captain Vernon had not asked him to walk in and take
a seat, but Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme, from Paris, did
not deem any invitation necessary, for he picked his way
carefully to the.fireplace, and placing his hands behind
him stood with his back to the fire, gently balancing him-
self upon his toes.

The light from the moon fell upon the two men as they
silently surveyed each other. Blacker, when Monsieur
Raphael had entered the room, had left them, closing the
door after him,

There was no one there to listen to what Captain Vernon
had to say to Monsieur Raphael, or to what Monsieur Ra-
phael had to say to Captain Vernon.

The foreigner, smoking leisurely and warming himself
before the fire, preserved a placid silence. In the intervals
when his cigarette was withdrawn from his lips his face
wore the smile which might have appeared, to & man look-
ing at him in the gloom, to be a habitual one. Not a
pleasant smile though. Rather a emile of that cruel,
sneering nature. His figure, by contrast with Captain
Vernon’s, seemed almost child-like—so slenderly was he
fashioned and so lithe were his limbs. ’

Monsieur Raphael was the first to break the silence.

“ Bah! 1 perceive that I am not welcome !” he said.
“ Why do you not ask me to take a chair? Why do you
not cause a light to be brought ? Is it that you are afraid
of me, perhaps?”

His sneering voice aroused Captain Vernon. It was
strange that he did not throw Monsieur Raphael Saint
Elme out of the window; but he merely placed his hand
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on his shoulder and forced him into the chair in which he
himself had been sitting a few moments before. When ke
had done that, he took a match from the box on the
mantelpiece, lit it, and held it to the candle on the table.
The sudden light breaking upon the gloomy room revealed
the two men to each other.

What it revealed was Captain Vernon looking down
frowningly on the foreigner’s face, and the foreigner look-
ing up into that of his companion with his habitnal smile.

“ Always the strong, foolish Horace, eh! Always con-
sidering me the child, and you the ltrong man! Very
good, and very well.”

The look that was in his eyes, and whxch lurked in his
smile, was one of the most un-childlike possible. It was a
look which might, possibly, have come from a child whom
a she-wolf had suckled; for it was wolfish in a painful
degree. '

The cold, glittering eye, too, partook more of a snaky,
than of a human, character; and the most ordinary ob-
server might have been pardoned for supposing that, at
that moment, with his wolfish look and his snaky eyos,
Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme, from Paris, did himself in-
justice in comparing himself to one of the most innocent
of God’s creatures.

He had taken a small pocket-book from his pooket and
had torn a leaf from it. Thrusting the thumb and fore-
finger of his right hand into his vest pocket he brought up
a pinch of tobacco and proceeded to roll it up in the lesf
he had torn from the book. When he had done this he
offered the cigarette politely to Captain Vernon.

Captain Vernon took no notice of this, save to frown
more angrily at him, )

Monsieur Raphael, observing this, remarked simply,
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“No? Very wellI” and, holding it to the candle-flame,
lit it and smoked it himself.

He had smoked for a few moments in silence, when Cap-
tain Vernon drew a chair up to the table and sat down
opposite him.

Folging his arms, he leaned back in his chair, and,
with the table between them, the two men looked at each
other.

‘Whatever might have been the meaning that Captain
Vernon had intended to convey when he told Blacker that
Monsieur Raphael was a part of his destiny, and whatever
may have been the sense of subjection, on the Captain’s
part, expressed in that remark, it is not to be denied that
Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme was a bold man to look with -
unruffled ease into the dark eyes that were lowering upon
him. A bold man to do this at any time, and especially if
his death could free the man, at whom he gazed so smi-
lingly, from any hidden ilL

The two men, looking at each other across the table, ob-
served each other narrowly. The smile upon the for-
eigner’s face became more sneering when Captain Vernon,
breaking the silence between them, said to him, “ Raphael,
you are a bolder man than I gave you credit for being.
If you were twice as bold a man as you are you would
still be a bolder man than I thought.” ‘

Monsieur Raphael, looking dimly at Captain Vernon
through the smoke from the cigarette, answered, “ I am
s bold man, Horace. I was called ‘ Raphael the Coura-
geous’ when I was young. There is no man alive who can
say how bold I am.”

The tone in which he spoke implied that, possibly, some
man who was not alive, had it been given to the dead to
speak, might have spoken more knowingly upon the sub-
ject of that special attribute of his.

8

i
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Captain Vernon went on speaking.

“Are you aware, my dear Raphael,” he said, “ that you
have done the boldest act of your life ?”

“ Ah? And how, my good Horace ?”

“ By pursuing me to this place.”

The foreigner’s eye glittered as he looked, first at Ca.p-
tain. Vernon, and then around the room, But upon his
face rested, without a shade, his old smile. He made no
reply to Captain Vernon’s last remark, but said coolly, “It
is not my fault if the mails miscarry. I wrote to you last
month that I would be here. Or I might have been mis-
taken in the direction. This is the house, number 40,
Balfour-street, is it not ?”

“The mails did not miscarry, Raphael ; I received your
letter, and this is the house, number 40, Balfour-street.
But it was not in warning me that you would be here that
you have shown the boldness of which I speak.”

¢ Peste/ - Explain yourself. I am a frank man and can-
not read riddles !”

“I will explain myself. You know me, and you will un-
derstand me when I tell you that, of all the bold acts you
have ever committed, the boldest was in following your
letter to Alderley.”

Had Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme been s discreet man,
as well as a bold, he would, possibly, have returned to
Paris at his earliest convenience. But as he was simply a
bold man and not overcharged with discretion—if the
crafty cunning that looked out of his snaky eyes be ex-
cepted—he answered, “It is because I know you, Captain
Vernon, that I am here. Itis because you know me that I
shall remain.”

Whatever threat may have been embodied in this speech
of the foreigner’s, it was not without its influence on Cap-
tain Vernon; for he said in reply, “Since you are here,
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Raphael, beware how you conduct. yourself! Affairs are
changed since we last met.”

The smile upon the foreigner’s face changed to a look of
incredulity as the Captain spoke and his harsh voice wore
a mocking tone as he made answer, “ Diable! You be-
come virtuous, my Horace !”

Captain Vernon answered fiercely. See here, Raphael
he said. “When I left that note for you in Paris, telling
you that I was about to return to England for a certain
purpose, and that you would be a sharer in the result of
my efforts, in case I succeeded, I told you what was true.
But now I tell you, once for all, that aﬁ'an-a have changed
and that the thing is impossible !

Upon the foreigner’s face rested a blank look. He passed
his hand over his close-cropped bair in an uncertain way
and stared at his companion.

“Once for all, I tell you the thing is impossible!”
peated Captam Vernon, striking the table with his open
hand.

“Impossible, my Horace? Nothing is impossible! Leave
the affair to me. Bahk/ this is a bad jest of yours!”

“ A jest or not, it is so! I have relinquished it and you
must do the same.”

“ And my five thousand francs ?”

“ What five thousand francs ?”

“The five thousand francs I borrowed on the strength
of what you promised! Diadle/ Am I to be hunted
down for those five thousand francs $”

“Did I tell you to borrow money in consideration of
what might result from any promise of mine ? No! Re
pay your borrowed francs!”

“Repay them? Yes, if the Lapin Blanc would give
them back to me.”

“You have gambled them away already ?”
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“ Peste!/ And what else ?”

The foreiguer looked nervously at Captain Vernon and
Captain Vernon looked angrily at him.

The Captain could not help thinking that in the loss
Monsiear Raphael deplored might arise complications
which he had not foreseen. Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme,
possessor of five thousand francs, and Monsieur Raphael
Saint Elme in debt for five thousand francs, and out of
pocket to that amount, were two distinct individuals.

“ As you have gambled that money away,” said Captain
Vernon, “you must gamble it back again. If you have
had any hope of regaining it through my instrumentality .
you must surrender that hope; for you can profit nothing
by the possession of the secret.”

While Captain Vernon was speaking the foreigner ap-
peared to regain his usual self-possession. He had rolled
up a cigarette and was holding it to the candle. Upon his
face the sneer was triumphant, and his snaky eyes glittered
with a self-satisfied expression. :

“ Ah, my Horace,” he said, with the smoke curling above
his head, “always the same irresolute, passionate nature!
‘When will you learn from me to control yourself? See
how cool I am. 1T lose five thousand francs and I smile I”

The sneer deepened about his lips, and his teeth, sharp
as those of a shark, glistened for a moment in the candle-
light as his lips parted in the smile of which he bad made
mention.

Captain Vernon observed this sudden change in him,
and, well as he knew him, he could not account for it.
‘What had caused Monsieur Raphael to smile at his loss?
What ultimate purpose lurked under his affected indiffer-
ence? Would he return to Paris and forget what had
brought him to Alderley ? .

In pursuance of this train of thought he addressed him.
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“You accept circumstances as you find them, Raphael ?”
he said. * You will cease to think of what cannot be ”

“I accept circumstances as I find them at present. I
recognize the justice of your action, for 1 know you are too
soft-hearted to cause a delicate woman to weep, my Hor-
ace!” This in his mocking way, and with his eye fixed on
the receding smoke.

Captain Vernon made no answer to this, but merely
looked at his companion thoughtfully. He understood
Monsieur Raphael’s sneer when he spoke of his soft-heart-
edness, but he could see no clue, in the foreigner’s words,
. a8-to what course the latter would pursue.

Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme, from Paris, looking,
through the smoke, like an indistinct painting of the spirit
of Scorn, spoke again.

“And now that this is settled,” he said, “ when do you
return to Paris

Captain Vernon hesitated. Should he tell him that he
bad no thought of returning to that city ?

The foreigner, observing the look of hesitation, repeated
his question, but in another way.

“ Of course, my good Horace, you will not linger upon
this inhospitable soil? Of course you will return to Paris
now ?”

The answer came from Captain Vernon’s lips as though
he begrudged the words.

“No. I do not expect to return to Paris for——a long
time.” .

The foreigner turned slightly in his chair, the better to
observe Captain Vernon. With his hand he cleared the
air around his head.

% Observe me now, my brave!” he said. *“When it was
agreed on between us that you were to use the knowledge,
that you and I have, to our mutual advantage, it was not
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_ stipulated that you should be weak or soft-hearted. Peste/
It is crimninal, in affairs of this high importance, to be weak
or soft-hearted! When I borrowed those five thousand
francs, in believing that you would make the expense good
to me, I did that which would have done honor to Damon
in trusting his Pythias; I—pardon me—gave evidence of a
childlike confidence which you do not appreciate, my Hor-
ace. When I sacrificed those five thousand francs—again
like Damon—on the altars of friendship, I smiled away my
loss, as I smile now, to do you pleasure. But when you
propose to remain here, and expect me to go back to my
creditors in Paris, diable/ my good Horace, you expect too
much from your Damon !”

“J have not asked you to go back to Paris,” rejoined
Captain Vernon. “ What I expect, though, is that you
forget what brought you and me here.”

“Very good, and very well I”

“In forgetting that you will do wisely.”

¢ Ah, Bah! You do not threaten me ?”

“I threaten no one. If I have reason to punish I do so
without menaces. I do not resort to words, but I act.”

“Yes, but you act rashly, sometimes, my old one!”

‘What power did those few words possess that they should
cause Captain Vernon to rise impetuously from his chair
and to make a step toward the foreigner and then halt sud-
denly? What menace was contained in those few words
that they should cause Captain Vernon to clench his fist
and to tower, with an angry threat, above the form of Mon-
sieur Raphael Saint Elme, from Pans? What sense of
provocation, suddenly springing to birth in the foreigner’
mind, caused Monsienr Raphael to rise at the same moment
and to stand on his guard, with his right hand thrust into
the bosom of his vest, and to follow, with his glittering
eye, Captain Vernon’s movements? There was a mystery
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hidden in his language, for he had scarcely uttered it before
the two men were watching each other like beasts of the
forest—the one ready to defend himself, the other ready to
assault. ,

The moon, no longer red-hued, looked through the win-
dow at them and mingled its pale light with the yellow
Zlimmer of the candle. It fell full upon the foreigner's
face and left a ghastly pallor there and found the sneering
smile wanting there; for Monsieur Raphael’s thin lips were
compressed, and the look upon his face was the look of a
man who might have aroused a lion and who was guard-
ing against his attack.

The silence between the two men was broken by Captain
Vernon. He said, still glaring down upon the foreigner,
“ Do you wish me to kill yon, Raphael ?”

‘With his band fumbling in his vest, and his active limbs
firm-set to meet any attack from the Captain, the foreigner
made answer. ‘

“He must be a quick man, Captain Vernon, who takes
Raphael Saint Elme unaware. [Peste/ Pardon me—you
are strong, but you are not quick!”

Captain Vernon drew himself away from the neighbor-
hood of his companion and sat down again.

“Sit down, Raphael, and let us talk,” he said, abruptly. .

But Monsieur Raphael did not sit down. He stood with
his back to the fire, looking with a studious eye at Captain
Vernon. He had quite regained his composure and his
face was now as unruffled, save by the smile, as though in
all his life he bad had no cause to disturb him.

" From the top of his close-cut black hair, down to the
tips of his varnished boots, Monsieur Raphael’s whole ap-
pearance indicated, in a language as strong as words, “I
do not deny that I bave passion; but—diable /—I also have
composaure |” ‘
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Standing with his back to the fire, with the smile upon
his lip and the snaky look in his eye, and observing Cap-
tain Vernon, Monsieur Raphael rolled up another cigarette
and was soon busily engaged in blowing the smoke from
him or in swallowing it and emitting it from his nose.

“ My Horace,” he said, “ when will you learn to control
yourself? You do not do justice to my friendship. I re-
peat, my comrade, that you are rash. If you were not rash,
my old one, you would not quarrel with me.”

““Let that pass. Put a guard upon your speech and be-
ware how you provoke me, for I may forget my good reso-
lutions, and then”——

*“ And then, my Horace ?”

“If I were to die for it fifty times I would have your
life !”

The foreigner’s manner lost a little of its bravado when
Captain Vernon said this. Bold as he was and cunning as
he was, he knew that he was not a bolder man than Cap-
tain Vernon and that what the latter said he would do
would be done if ever the necessity, in his judgment,
should arise.

Monsieur Raphael, smoking and warming himself, was
tkinking busily. He had not come all the way from Paris
to quarrel with Captain Vernon. But he had come to Al-
derley in order to be of assistance in that little matter of
which he and the Captain had spoken.

In relinquishing the pursuit of that little matter what
had Captain Vernon abandoned? In a pecuniary point of
view what had my good Horace rashly given up? Ao
cording to his own testimony, as set forth in the note that
he had written before his departure from Paris, he had
given up the fair opportunity of making a thousand pounds.
Diable! Butthat was wrong, that was foolish on the part
of my Horace! And for what consideration? For the



THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET. 177

-consideration of sitting alone, in a dark room, in a tumble-
down old house, and quarrelling with his best friend? No;
it could not be that. There must have been some greater
power than that brought to bear upon my Horace’s mind
to cause him to forget what had been a determination with
him for so many years. Was it fear of the consequences?
Bah! My Horace had no fears! Was it a weak resolu-
tion ? Bah/ again. My Horace had no weak resolutions!
If it were not fear of the consequences, nor the result of
weakness, what was it? Had my Horace seen the lady,
had' he pitied her, had he loved the lady, and, in loving her,
had he come to the resolve to be virtuous and to forego
the possibility of causing her sorrow ?

When Monsieur Raphael had reached this point in his
train of thought he paused and looked with peculiar inter-
est at his companion. He thought of the great change
that had come over the Captain simce their last parting.
He thought of the cold reception that had been accorded
him, and of Captain Vernon’s earnestness in impressing
upon him the necessity of forgetting what bad' brought
him to Alderley, and of his angry look when he had said
that he—Monsieur Raphael—was a bolder man than he
had esteemed him to be in following his letter to Alderley.

Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme, from Paris, had not been
exposed to the ups and downs of life without gaining a cer-
tain crafty insight into its mysteries. He knew that there
was but one power in the heart of man before which all
avarice, and passion, and fear yielded. He knew that this
power was called love ; and in his cunning reading of Cap-
tain Vernon’s nature he recognized, in this power, the mo-
tiwe of his actions. The cold moon looking upon bim
through the window; the dim candle-light falling upon him
from the table; the reflection of the bright fire flaring up-
on him from the opposite wall, centred in his face to light

g*
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up his countenance and to reveal his lip curling with a
more cruel sneer and his eye glittering with a more snaky
look than they had expressed before. In his scorn of sen-
timent—a scorn that Captain Vernon had often re-echoed
with him—and in his disregard of the gentler attributes of
human nature, he looked at Captain Vernon, leaning upon
the table in sombre reflection, as a weak-minded man who
had fallen from his dignity in allowing so poor a passion to
master him. To yield, to a woman’s love, that which might
have made them rich! Bah/ it was pitiful !

With an angry gesture he threw into the fire the half-
burnt cigarette he had been smoking and walked to the
table. Leaning with both bands upon it before Captain
Vernon he said to him scornfully, “Peste/ Are you a
woman that you act like one? Has your visit to Alderley
made a woman of you ?”

Captain Vernon lifted his head and looked at him for a
moment without replying. Then he rose from his chair
and walked to the window. He threw up the sash to let in
the air and to cool his fevered brow. Standing there mo-
tionless, he gazed out into the quiet street, and in that
position he answered the foreigner. ’

“ Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme cannot understand me,”
he said. “Therefore let him refrain from questioning me.
Let him be satisfied with the knowledge he already pos-
sesses, and let him question me no further.”

The tone in which Captain Vernon spoke forebade any
answer. It was the tone of & man who felt some deep re-
solve; and Monsieur Raphael did not care to provoke him
at that moment by referring again to that subject.

Standing by the table, the foreigner spoke again.

“I came from London,” he said, “ by the six o’clock train,
and Ishall go back by the early morning train. I am wel-
come to a bed in your house to-night, I hope ?”
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“Since you are here, I will not drive youn forth, Raphael
You shall sleep bere to-night,” Captain Vernon answered,
without turning to look at him.

“Then I await your pleasure.”

Captain Vernon walked away from the window to the
fire. He took from the mantelpiece a candlestick which.
stood ready for use and held the candle to the flame until
it was lit and then gave it to the foreigner.

“Follow me,” he said, moving toward the door. Open-
ing it, he pointed through the dark passage, dusty and ne-
glected, to the door of an adjoining chamber. ¢ There,
Raphael, is the room in which you will sleep to-night. It
is the chamber I reserve for my guests. It is the room, Mon-
sieur Raphael Saint Elme, that my mother occapied when
she was alive. If you have any reverence for the memory
of your mother, and if you have any thought of evil in your
mind against me, think better of what you contemplate,
and, as you walk the floor my mother trod upon long ago,
deal gently with my sins and go forth from that chamber
in the morning a better man,” -

He spoke solemnly, and in a tone that.sounded to the
foreigner like a warning, and pointed to the door. Mon-
sieur Raphael, standing in the passage and holding in his
hand the candle, which flared in the gusty air, trembled
with a strange nervousness. He had seen Captain Vernon
in moments that would bave appalled most men, and he
had seen him in those moments smiling at danger; but he
had never seen him speak and act as he spoke and acted then,
The cold wind, entering through many an unknown crev-
ice in the wadls, and whirling up the mounldy stairway,
caused him to chatter and tremble beneath its influence.

Tt is too cold to stand here and talk, my Horace,” he said ;
“T1 must tell you good-night.”” As he spoke, he moved in -
the direction Captain Vernon had pointed out.
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He was fumbling with trembling hands at the knob of
the door in his endeavor to turn it.

“ Will you see me to-morrow before you leave for Lon-
don ?” asked Captain Vernon.

“No; Ishall leave too early for that, Diable/ What

- has the door!”

“Tuarn the handle to the left. Will you go to Paris
from London, or shall I see you here again, Raphael ?”

The foreigner had succeeded in opening the door and
was about entering. He turned to look over his shoulder
at Captain Vernon as he answered him.

“ When you return to Paris I shall return, but not before,”
he replied with & smile. “Do not have fear, therefore; we
shall meet again, my old one.”

And then with a “diable” and a “peste” the door
closed on him and he left Captain Vernon standing in the
passage. Left him to raise a threatening hand in the dark-
ness and to shake it at the door the foreigner had just
closed. Left him to return slowly into his room, and to
sit before the fire, and to remain with his face buried in his
hands until the fire had gone down, and the ghastly moon
had gone down with it. Left him to the solitude of his
own thoughts, and with the vision of his passionate love,
and what was to come of it, hanging drearily about him,
a8 the hours that told of the coming day clanged from the
town-clock of Alderley into the cold night without.
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CHAPTER XV.

WHAT CAME OF MRS, ARNCLIFFE’S LETTER TO MES, ARCHIBALD,

DULNESS on the earth, and in the gky, and in the air.
Dalness in the gray clouds that hovered angrily over
the house in Balfour-street in their course southward.
Dulness in the streets of Alderley and in the weary looks
of the birds of paradise who lounged, enveloped in fars and
mantles, in the dark recesses of voluptuous carriages.
Dulness in the pinched face of the houseless vagabonds
shivering at street-corners, and staring at the fabulous
plenty the voluptuous carriages revealed, as they rolled
with 8 murmaring sound past him and away from him.
Dulness of the most helpless kind in the face of the little
tobacconist across the street at the glass door of his shop
with his nose and mouth glued to the window and his
hands in his pockets, and wondering as usual, in his weak
way, at the mystery that was always there, but which was
never accounted for. Dulness in the barber-shop around
the corner where the gossips sitting before the fire, and
nodding in the intervals of small talk, were engaged in the
same task as the tobacoonist. Dulness in the stables, and
in the back parlor of the Knight and Dragon, scarcely re-
lieved, in the latter case, by the cheerful attempts of Tom °
Briggs, the landlord, and a few congenial spirits to wax
merry over the festive board, where, * Landlord, Fill the
Flowing Bowl!” was roared out in jolly chorus in unison
with Tom’s constant calls for more mulled wine. Dulness
in the look of every shopman in Balfour-street, gazing with
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heavy eyes into the gloomy street from his shop-windows
and waiting with a patient hope for the customer who
never made his appearance. Dulness—bat of a fierce
kind—in the grinning lion’s head keeping watch over the
threshold of the old house, and staring, as it had stared for
a century, at the dragon supporting with outstretched
wings the shoe-scraper at the door. Dulness in the dark
passage of the house itself, and. on the creaking stairway,
mouldy with the damp of years, and in the passages above,
and in the room in which Captain Vernon was born. Heav-
ily as it rested on all things elsewhere, it seemed to rest
more heavily there.

The spirit of dulness was not mthont ‘its influence on
Captain Vernon himeelf. But, as he looked gloomily
around the room in which he sat, and at the portrait of his
dead mother above the mantelpiece, the solemn garb that
nature without wore possessed no power to fill him with
deeper despondency than that which already held bim
under its control. For that despondency came, not from
what the physical eye could see and understand and guard
against, but from the workings of the mind within him.
There was no sun that could rise and dispel, with its bright-
ness, the gloom that was his. There was no blessed sun
that could warm him into life and drive the torpid mon-
sters from his brain. His grief was his own, and in the
sunshine and the shadow, in the long hours of the night-
and in the busy hours of the day, it was still with him—
still following him, gaunt and unsatisfied.

Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme, from Paris, had been as
good as his word when he had said, the night before, that
he would not disturb Captain Vernon at the early hour at
which the London train would leave. When that hour had
come he had groped his way down the stairs, and had gone
out quietly, leaving the house in Balfour-street and its oc-
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cupants to their repose. When Blacker had ingnired, in
the morning, as to the foreigner’s movements, Captain
Vernon had told him_that he had returned to London.

Captain Vernon had not seemed disposed to enter into
any particulars in regard to the conversation that had oc-
curred between him and the foreigner, and Blacker did not
question him upon it. He was satisfied with the Captain’s
assertion that he had told Monsieur Raphael that he could
take no further steps in the matter that had induced him
to come to Alderley, and that the foreigner had, to all ap-
pearances, yielded to what he had said.

But although Captain Vernon had very little to say in
regard to the interview of the night before, he was not
silent on the subject upon which the old man was most
pleased to speak—DMrs. Arncliffe. In what he said to
Blacker, then, he spoke of the possibility of Monsieur
Raphael’s presence bringing sorrow to her. He said that
Monsieur Raphael might, for he was a reckless man, go so
far as to seek her himself and disclose what, in Captain
Vernon’s opinion, it was not proper to-disclose yet. But
he did not think that, reckless as he was, he would dare to
venture on that step. For the foreigner knew that if he
should do this he would not escape his—the Captain’s—
vengeance. Then Capt.ain Vernon, speaking of Mrs. Arn-
cliffe, recalled her promise to grant her sympathy and a
daughter’s affection to the old man with whom he was
speaking. In recalling these words he also remembered
that Blacker had not been to Framleigh since that conver- -
sation was held with her.

¢ Blacker,” he said, when his thoughts turned upon thm
promise of Mrs, Arncliffe’s, “ how long has it been since
you saw Bertha ?”

The old man answered readily. He had the days and
the hours and the minutes at his finger’s ends.  Three
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weeks and a day; but it seems as though it were a year,
Arthar.” .

%] have been thinking, Blacker,” Captain Vernon went
on to say, kindly, “ that you would like to see her again.
You could have gone had you desired to do so—I have not
prevented your going.”

The old man passed his hand across his forehead. He
was thinking of what was gone, never to come back again.
Thiuking of the past and of what had gone with it, and of
the future and of what would come with it.

Captain Vernon had not been looking at bim whilst
speaking. His gaze had been turned in the direction of the
gray clouds drifting across the leaden sky; and as he
looked at them, he, too, thought of something that was not
present with him then. Did those clouds hang as heavily
above her as they did above him ? he thought.

“T can go,” said Blacker, replying to the Captain’s last
remark, ¢ with a better spirit, to see her now, since she has
said that she would give me her sympathy. I will not feel
that I am a strangér to her, as I did before.”

Pausing at the door, he asked Captain Vernon a question.

“ Have you no message to send to Bertha, Arthur? 1Is
there nothing you would say to her through me ?”

“ Nothing that you can say, Blacker. Perhaps, one day,
I may have that to tell her which concerns her and me
alone. But I will tell her that myself. If you say aught
to her, as coming from me, ask her to pra¥ in her goodness
and purity for an unhappy wretch whose life is doomed.”

An additional shade came upon the old man’s face. In
all that dreary November day there was no more dreary
spectacle to him than that of the hopeless man who ut-
tered this speech, and there was no more dreary thought
connected with it than the meaning of the words them-
selves.
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Leaving Captain Vernon to dwell upon his hopeless
future, Blacker closed the door and went down the stairs.

The dust that clung to him as he crossed the threshold
and went into the street—dust that he had gathered in his
‘passage to the lower floor—received its usual increase from
the contribution of the lion’s head as the hall-door closed
behind him. Dust that had lain in the silent rooms and on
the walls in the house in Balfour-street for more years than
the old man cared to look back upon. Dust that had
come, as silently as death, from all unknown sources and
had settled thickly there. Dust that was to the living
man what death is to the dead—the inexorable harbinger
of decay.

As Blacker stepped into the street, he walked away,
little dreaming of the avaricious look cast upon him by the
unbappy Mr. Creech. In the utter loneliness that pos-
sessed that miserable man, the look wherewith he greeted
Blacker’s appearance was miserly in a painful degree.
‘Was not Blacker the happy possessor of the whole—or a
part—of the secret that lived and moved and had its being
in the house over the way? Did he not revel in the con-
sciousness that what was a mystery to the world without
was clear to him ? And were not that knowledge and that
consciousness, the tobacconist reflected, worth sighing for ?
But Blacker had no thought of the distressful little man as
he walked away down the street and sought the London
road. .

There were no singing birds to whisper to him, as he
walked now, of Bertha. There were no roses to blush by
the wayside and to recall her to him. There were no
balmy winds sighing around him, as he walked, filled with
the story that the birds and the flowers had taught. But
in his heart the memory of the birds and the flowers and
the winds, and what they had said to him, lived and flour-
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ished. And the memory of all those things went with
him, as the birds had done, through the park-gate, along
the gravelled road, and up to the marble steps of the great -
portico. :

The Stately Martyr—a degree depressed by the weather,
but still superb and unbending—Ilistened somewhat more
deferentially to the old man, as the latter inquired for
Mrs., Arncliffe, than he had done on the occasion of the
first visit ; and it appeared from ‘his remarks, as he ushered
Blacker in, that Mrs. Arncliffe had been pleased to say
that she would be always at home to the gentleman, and
that when the gentleman should call he was to enter and
wait until she should come down.

Did Mrs. Arncliffe feel unwell to-day ? If she did, he
—Blacker—would not disturb her then, but would call
again. The Stately Martyr's eye looked reproachfully at
the old man and intimated plainly (if eye could ever inti-
mate anything): Don’t be alarmed, my man, and don’t be
in a hurry. We understand our business in this shop. If
we should ever make a mistake in our line, just step-up to
the office, and make a complaint, will you ?

The reproachful eye having performed its duty, the
Gorgeous Victim went up the broad stairway, on an inti- .
mation from the reproachful tongue, and returned shortly
with the information that Mrs. Arncliffe would hasten
down. Then, for the second time, into the darkened
drawing-room walked the.old man, to look, as before, at
the portrait of Mr. Arncliffe in his younger days, and to
wait until Mrs. Arncliffe should make her appearance.

Not long was he thus sitting and waiting before she
came. Whereas she might have kept my Lord or her
Grace lounging in the parlor for an hour, she made haste
to prepare herself to receive the old man who had no other
claim upon her regard than his unknown sorrow, and that
Captain Vernon had spoken in his behalf.
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The door opened, and she stood before him. He looked
anxiously at the pale cheek, grown paler since their last
interview—at the blue eyes with their circling red.  She,
too, was unhappy, he thought. She, too, wept in secret!
He rose to meet her, and as he advanced toward her she
extended her hand to him with a gentle smile.

“] am glad you have come to see me again,” she said.
“] have been expecting you for many days.”

“I have come to thank you, Mrs. Arncliffe,” he answered
brokenly. “I have come to tell you that your kindness
has filled me with gratitude for the sympathy you have ex-
pressed for me. It bas been little for you to say, but it has
been all to me to know that you have spoken those words !”

The hand that she had extended to him he raised to his
Lips. He held it for a moment and looked at her wistfully.
O, if his lips had not been sealed! Oh, could he have
spoken to her then and told her all!

They sat down, and Mrs. Arncliffe spoke in answer to
what he bad said.

“1 sympathize with whatever suffers; but, in doing so, I
do not take any credit to myself. It is right that we should
feel sympathy for the unfortunate.” Then, with a quiet
smile, “ Pardon me, sir, have you no name ?”

No name? No name that she could listen to, and, listen-
ing to, remain unmoved !

Looking down, he replied, * Suffer me to remain unknown
to you. Let me be to you Captain Vernon’s friend and
nothing more. In the future, if you desire it, I will tell you
who I am. But not yet! not yet!”

She felt grieved to see what effect her words had pro-
duced ; for she noted it in his trembling lip and in the
moist eye that he turned upon her when he looked up.

“ Forgive me,” she said, “if I have asked an indiscreet
question. I asked it, sir, not because I was inquisitive, but
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because I thought you would be pleased to tell me your
name.”

The eye that was moist before was wet now with tears.

“I know,” murmured the old man through his tears and
with his face hidden from her with his hand—*“I know that
you are all goodness and pity and that I am not worthy to
be your footstool. It is not I who should forgive, Mrs,
Arncliffe, but—"

He hesitated and shook his head with a mournful mean-
ing. She was close enough to him to bend over to where
he was sitting, and to touch him. She placed her hand
lightly upon his shoulder.

¢ What is the cause of your sorrow ?” sbe said. “Is it
in my power to remove it? If I can assist you I will do
so. Ifit be any grief that might, in a measure, be assuaged
by the possession of mere money, let me assist you to the
extent of your need. If sympathy can assunage it, I will
give that sympathy. If a daughter’s affection could help
to lighten it, I will give you that affection.”

She did not add “for Captain Vernon’s sake;” but she
felt it. The old man murmured in answer, “If I were not
unworthy of so pure a feeling as that of which you have
spoken I could find words to thank you, Mrs. Arncliffe.
Give a daughter’s love to me? Speak a daughter’s words
of affection to me? Oh, Mrs, Arncliffe, Mrs. Arncliffe |”

He was on his knees before her chair and her hand was
pressed to his forehead. Bending over him, she felt his
sorrow a8 her own, and in her inmost heart pitied him.
What great grief was it that possessed him which, in the
thought of it, and in its expression in words, brought with
it tears and humility? What unhappiness was it that had
come to him, and, for which, her heart told her, Captain
Vernon was accountable ?

Old man! bending there with humble penitence in your
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heart before the woman who filled your thoughts by day
and your dreams by night, did you feel the forgiving tear
falling from her pitying eyes upon your guilty head?
‘Woman! leaning like an angel of mercy above the old
man at your feet, did you, in that moment, dream of the
trath, and did you read aright that mystery which his tears
revealed? Recording angel! were those tears accepted in
partial atonement for a wrong that belonged to the past,
and which, when the future should bring retribution with
it, would still be rife with a sorrowful remorse for what the
grave concealed ? Spirit of chance! mingling in our mor-
tal life, redressing wrong when least expected, and making
all things clearer as time goes on, was it thou that didst
bring these two together, but with a dark parting between
them—was it thou or was it destity ?

Desolation and weariness of heart within the darkened
parlor; desolation and weariness of nature without. Tears
falling from human eyes in the autumnal decay of a human
life ; dead leaves falling from the windy trees in the year’s
dying throes. Shadowy clouds lowering in the vast space
wherein dwell the eternal stars and veiling the blessed sun
from the wailing, expectant earth; shadows resting darkly
and heavily upon the human hearts and shutting out a
glimpse of the awful meeting which was to bring tears with
it for what was to come with it, and which was never more
to yield to parting!

The seconds passed into a minute before Mrs. Arncliffe
gently withdrew her hand from the old man’s clasp and
said to him, “Forget your grief and rise from your knees.
Perhaps the future will bring consolation with it.”

He rose slowly and resumed his seat. His hand rested
for a moment upon his brow and an uncertain look came
upon his face.

“@od will not permit me to suffer always,” he said ab-
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stractedly. “He will forgive me for what I have done,
and make me happy yet, I trust.”

“Yes, yes; yon will be happy if, in committing wrong,
you have repented. Was it a great wrong that you grieve
for ?”

“ A greater wrong than you could understand if 1 were
to tell you of it, Mrs. Arncliffe. A greater wrong than, I
hope, it will ever be yours to suffer!”

His voice was tremulous with suppressed feeling. Wish-
ing to spare him the pain of speaking further upon the sub-
ject Mrs. Arncliffe changed the topic of conversation.

“You have not spoken to me of your friend, Captain
Vernon. He is well, I hope.”

“Yes, Mrs. Arncliffe, quite well.”

Her next question was one to bring a slight color to her
cheek.

¢“Is he very unhappy ?”

“Very unhappy.”

“Yes; he spoke to me of his unhappiness when he was
here. So young, too, and so strong to resist the ills of
life!” Her voice was broken by some secret thought and
her eyelashes drooped upon her cheek.

“ Now that I remember it, he gave me a message to give
to you,” said Blacker.

The blue eyes looked up wonderingly into his face for a
moment and then disappeared behind their silken fringe.
‘What message could Captain Vernon have sent to her?
she thought.

“What did Captain Vernon tell you to say to me #” she
asked.

“ He asks you to pray for a wretch whose life is doomed.”

She stared vacantly at the old man when he said this,
and through her half-parted lips came one word—

“Doomed ?”
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“This is what he told mge to say to you, Mrs. Arncliffe.”

From her neck to her brow a deadly pallor spread as if
the shadow of death were upon her. Her hand fell help-
lessly to her side, and her eyes were fixed upon the old
man with a dismal look in their blue depths. For, in the
words that she listened to, she read the dark story that
was to flnd its sequel in—what ?

Her passionate love had eyes to see him in that moment
forsaken by the world and cursing his destiny. Unhappy!
and she away from him! Suffering! and refusing, in his
obstinate nature, to pray for forgiveness !

The old man observed her agitation and his heart smote
him for having caused it by speaking so abruptly. She
was startled by what he had said ; her nervons nature had
been shocked by the picture he had drawn in his words;
she was ill in consequence—these were the thoughts that
flashed through his mind. He rose, and in an instant was
at her side. “Forgive me,” he said, “for having spoken
g0 abruptly to you, Mrs. Arncliffe. I had not thought of
the sudden effect ‘of my words. I was but repeating Cap-
tain Vernon’s own language.” )

The little hand sought the pale brow and brushed the
fair hair backward. Gradually, as she regained her com-
posure, the whiteness died away and a woman’s other re-
sort came to her aid. The crimson tide flushed what had
been pale before and suffused her eyes with an invisi-
ble moisture. ¢ Oh, sir,” she murmured, “do not think
strangely of this! Impute it to my weak, weak nature !”
Then with her handkerchief to her face she wept bitterley.
Amid ber tears she was speaking—speaking to ward off
any suspicion that might rest in the old man’s mind in re-
gard to her agitation. “If you knew my nature, you would .
understand why I have so forgotten myself ! There is not
a weaker woman alive tnan I! Tell Captain Vernon that,
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if my prayers can avail him, and if he ask for them, I will
pray that he may be unhappy no more !”

“ When I return to him I will tell him this; and if an
angel’s prayers can benefit him, yours, I know, will not be
without their influence. Let me go to him, now that I have
caused you to weep, who, alone, have spoken kindly to me.
Forget, in my absence, how unworthy I am of your symps-
thy, and think forgivingly of an old man who is happy in
the reflection that you have spoken to him as youn ha.ve done
to-day ”

Gently lifting to his lips the hand that lay idly in her lap,
he kissed it and murmured, ¢ Good-bye, Mrs. Arncliffe, and
may Heaven reward you for your goodness and charity I

From the folds of the handkerchief she said to him, “ Do
not tell Captain Vernon of these tears. Do not let him
think lightly of me for my weakness and foolishness by
telling him of these tears.”

“No, Mrs. Arncliffe. He shall never know from me how
the tears came to your eyes through act of mine.”

And then he moved to the door and opened it. He
stood upon the threshold for a moment to look lovingly at
the bowed figure sitting in the chair before the cheerful
fire—sitting and sobbing like a child. He stood there, to
put his hand to his brow and to murmur an inaudible ben-
ediction upon her; and then, closing the door.after him, he
walked through the great hall, where the Stately Martyr
(just aroused from sleep) bowed him out.

Left to herself, what thoughts came to Mrs. Arncliffe ?
The fulness of the knowledge of what the old man had
meant when he had told her that Captain Vernon was his
own enemy and the worst enemy of those who cared for
him! The understanding of that nature whose tortures of
mind were her tortures—whose hopes were her hopes—
whose destiny, for good or for evil, was to be her destiny |
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Happily, what that destiny was to be was hidden from her
then. Happily, the tears shed by her at that moment
were for what was of the present, and not for that greater
sorrow which the future held in its keeping.

‘When calmness had come upon her, and when she felt
strong enough to appear before the household, she went
into the hall. The Martyr and the Victim, whiling away
the weary hours in lolling at ease upon the sofa and in
kicking at each other’s shins in an amicable way, straight-
ened themselves as she appeared.

“Has the mail come yet, James?” she said, addressing
the latter.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Then she went up the stairway, leaving the two splendid
appendages to human pomps and vanities to gaze at her
retreating figure, and to observe that every time the old
’un came to see Mrs. Arncliffe she didn’t look happy after
he had gone.

What time, Mrs. Arncliffe, turning over the letters upon
her table, found the one that she expected. A letter in
Mrs. Archibald’s handwriting. She held it open in her lap
for a little while, after breaking the seal, fearing to look in-
to it, and wondering what motherly advice it contained.
How did Mrs. Archibald meet the evil? How did she re-
ceive the knowledge that her daughter had permitted a
guilty love to creep into her heart ?

A few minutes of indecision, and then, with trembling
hands, she read what it contained. It was a short letter,
and was evidently written in haste.

“*‘THE RESIDENCY, November 264

“ Do not impute my delay in writing to you to anger, on -

my part, at the disclosure your last letter contained. I do

not reproach you, my poor Bertha; for if you have com-
9
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mitted wrong, it is a wrong that you have not committed
intentionally, and which, so far as your ability will permit
you to do, I know you will strive to redeem. I have not
written sooner in answer to you becanse I am still on a bed
of sickness. I am scarcely well enough to write to-day,
and but for the urgent necessity that appeals to me I
would not attempt to do so. But I feel that it would
be criminal in me to delay longer in giving you that ad-
vice which you ask of me. Forgive me, therefore, if this
letter should be wanting, in your opinion, in those expres-
sions of affection that you have, and always shall have, a
right to expect from me. A

“I love you as much now as I did when you were a
happy girl beneath my roof in those old days you so much
regret.

" %“And now, my child, give me your attention while I
point out what I deem to be your duty. I cannot advise
you to reveal this miserable love to Mr, Arncliffe. You
know your husband better than I do. Some men would
kill their wives for this. Some would disgrace them (and
themselves) forever by publishing their shame in an open
court. You know Mr. Arncliffe better than I ever could
know him, and you can better judge of the policy of shar-
ing this fearful secret with him. But, if I know your heart,
you will shrink from this.

“Then leave the scene where this fatal love was engen-
dered. Fly at once from the presence of the man who has
destroyed your peace of mind as you would from the plague.
Go, if you can, to the Continent—to Italy—anywhere, so
that you are relieved of the presence of that which it is
death for you to look upon.

“Oh, Bertha! my heart bleeds for you, for what has
come to you} My poor, poor Bertha! -

“If Mr. Arncliffe should object, say that you must go. If
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you cannot gain his permission to go abroad, go to some
friend in the country where time, and absenee from the ob-
Jject of your mad love, will tend to remove the thought of
him from your heart. For, if you die in the effort, you
must conquer it, or it will conquer you!

¢ And now, darling, good-bye. I am too weak to write
more—too weak to write as I would wish to write.

“Do but your duty, my child, and God will assist you
in its performance.

“If you counld but come to me, Bertha! Good-bye, and
God bless you.

“ Your loving mother,
“JANE ARCHIBALD.”

Mrs. Arncliffe’s heart was lighter, after reading Mrs.
Archibald’s letter, than it had been since she first felt
that she loved Captain Vernon. The advice that it con-
tained pointed out a way by which she hoped to conquer
in the struggle that beset her.

Yes; she would go away. She would flee from that
fatal love, to entertain which was wrong, and shame, and
guilt. She would do her duty, though she should never
set eyes on him again.

She wrote to Mr. Arncliffe, acquainting him with her in-
tention to visit Lady Eden. At her friend’s house she
could remain until she shonld make other arrangements for
a more distant removal. If Mr. Arncliffe should return
suddenly to Framleigh, Eden Lodge was but a short dis-
tance from Alderley. An hour’s ride wounld bring her
home at his bidding.

She rang the bell, and when the Victim appesred in an-
swer to it she gave orders that the carriage should be pre-
pared immediately for a journey and that the housekeeper
should attend her. With her maid she set about arranging,
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her wardrobe. This was completed by the time the house-
keeper came in answer to her summons.

“Mrs. Carr,” she said to her, quietly, “you are aware
that Lady Eden has frequently invited me to visit her? I
have mentioned that to you, I believe ?”

“Yes, Mrs. Arncliffe, I remember that you have.”

“ Well, I have sent for you toinform you that I have deter-
mined to accept that invitation. I leave the house in your
charge. If any letters should come here from Mr. Arncliffe
send them to me, or if you should hear of his intended ar-
rival write to me immediately. Here are the keys. Bear
this in mind, Mrs. Carr, that I do not wish it known, be-
yond this house, where I am going. Do not fail to warn
the servants of this fact.”

The housekeeper’s large eyes opened in wonder at this
speech.

“Won’t we have the yule-log burning in Framleigh this
Christmas, ma’am ?” she said. “It will be a strange
Christmas that does not find the yulelog aglow in the
house of the Arncliffes. Even when Mr. Arncliffe was a
young bachelor the old halls used to echo with the shouts
of the squires and gentlemen from London, on Christmas
nights.”

Mrs. Arncliffe, busy in locking up the little articles of
value about the room, concealed her face from the honest
eyes that looked at her from the door, for she felt that its
pallor would betray her to the housekeeper. There was an
awful sense upon her that, as she fled from her guilty love,
so was she fleeing from her husband’s roof ; and, although
the action was blameless and void of guilt, she could not
look unmoved upon the face of the venerable woman who
had nursed that husband and who was born, and who would
die, under the protection of his house.

“If I should be here when Christmas comes round,” she
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said, still with her face concealed, “we will celebrate
Christmas as usual. I leave Framleigh in your charge,
Remember what I have told you in regard to the ser-
vants. Now leave me, Mrs. Carr, and—good-bye.” She
held out her hand to the housekeeper who took it and
kissed it. '

“God bless you, ma’am,” she raid, “and bring you back
soon again. You have been a good mistress to us here in
Framleigh, and you are an honor to Mr. Arncliffe’s house.”

Then she went out to take charge, from that moment, of
Framleigh and of what it contained. But as the door closed
on her, Mrs. Arncliffe buged her face in the pillows and
wept at the thought of her words—*“and you are an honor
to Mr. Arncliffe’s house.”

A knock at the door, and the Gorgeous Victim appeared
and said in a lugubrious voice to the pretty waiting-maid,
who had answered the knock, that the carriage awaited
Mrs. Arncliffe. The Victim’s lugubrious tones were re-
echoed as Susan informed Mrs. Arncliffe of the purport
of his message, and the two gazed wistfully at each other.

For be it known that it had already spread in the house-
hold that Mrs. Arncliffe was about to leave Framleigh on
a visit to Eden Lodge and the Victim and the pretty
waiting-maid were very much greived thereat, for Susan
was to accompany her mistress. Gone, then, were the sly
skirmishing in passages and the pleasant delights of little
three-cornered notes (slightly the worse for grease) coming
up weekly from the cook below, wherein it was indistinctly
set forth how Mrs. Wilkins would be happy to meet Mr.,
James Tarber, or Miss Susan Poppe (as the case might be)
at a little sworry in her room. Gone, the delicious sworrys
themselves and Mrs. Wilkins’s delicious tea. Gone, the
hints indulged in by Mrs. Wilkins on these occasions—
hints that looked to a possible merging of Poppe into
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Tarber, and which usually resulted in Mr. Tarber’s pro-
pounding the query, “ When shall it be, Susan ?” and in the
pretty waiting-maid’s reddening and answering, “ Now, Mr.
Tarber, do don’t be a fool I”

In a little while, prepared for the journey and accom-
panied by the maid, Mrs. Arncliffe entered the carriage.
She threw herself back in her seat and closed her eyes to
restrain the tears that were pressing through the lids.
Then, amid the farewells of the household, the carriage
rolled away.

For an instant, as they stopped at the park-gate, waiting
for the keeper, Mrs. Arncliffe, looked back toward the
house. In that instant she saw the house itself and the
bare trees and the white statues,—some with the beckoning
hands, and some with the hands warning away; and she
saw, too, the shaft of the fountain that was voiceless now.
And upon the great house lowered an angry cloud, hang-
ing like a pall, in that dreary November day, above it.
Through the leafless branches of the solemn trees soughed
the sad November wind. From the fountain came no
murmur of dancing waters. From the dead pale lips of
the inanimate marble there was  no voice to speak to her—
only the deceitful smile upon the faces of those that beck-
oned, Come, and the sullen stare of those that pointed,
Away. She saw these things in the one backward look
which she gave ere the carriage passed out into the high-
way. Then she reclined again in her seat and. murmured,
“IfI do wrong, pardon me, Heaven! What I do, I do for
the best !” :
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CHAPTER XVL

MONSIEUR RAPHAEL PAYS CAPTAIN VERNON ANOTHER
VISIT.

N the sombre twilight in which sits Captain Horace
Vernon, late of her Majesty’s service, come the phan-

toms of a giant despair. In the quiet of the house in
Balfour-street comes the hostile challenge, falling with an
ominous sound upon his ear, of the iron knocker on the
hall-door, where the dust from the lion’s head settles silently
upon the man who knocks.

Blacker, gazing quietly out of the window into the
street, turns and looks inquiringly at Captain Vernon.

“If it should be—the man from Paris, are you at home
to him ?” he asks.

Captain Vernon, sitting with arms folded and with frown-
ing face, answers hoarsely, “ Yes! If it be Monsieur Ra-
phael Saint Elme let him come up. Perhaps we may
finally come to understand one another.”

Then the old man walks down, to return shortly and to
usher in Monsieur Raphael Saint Elne, from Paris.

The cigarette is, as usual, between the foreigner’s lips,
and the light of the fire falling upon him reveals the usual
eneer upon his face. A little more cruel to-night than for~
merly ; a little more eloguent of evil, perhapg.

Captain Vernon, without turning to look at him, says,
¢ So you have come again, Monsieur Raphael ?”

“ Peste! Yes! I said that I would do myself the pleas-
ure of visiting my Horace again and—diadle/—I am
here!”
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Captain Vernon does not give any answer to this; but
he speaks to Blacker standing in an uncertain way near
the door.

“ Lights, Blacker ; and leave us,” is what he says.

The old man lights the candle and places it upon the
table. As he docs so he fixes his eye, menacingly, upon
the foreigner’s face. Then he leaves the room, and Captain
Vernon is left alone with his guest. The foreigner seats
~ himself. He has observed the old man’s look and he ques-
tions Captain Vernon. “Pardon me, my comrade,” he
says, “ who is the old one? Is he insane? Peste/ You do
not keep maniacs around you !”

“That gentleman is a friend of mine, Monsieur Raphael.
He is as sane as you or I. Indeed, he is probably a saner
man than either of us.”
~ “Ah? very good, and very well I”

The sneering face is hidden in a puff of smoke, but the
snaky eyes peer through it for all that as they rest upon
Captain Vernon. With nothing of him visible but his
glittering eyes and a diamond pin that he wears in his
scarf, Monsieur Raphael speaks again.

“You have been well, my Horace, since my unceremoni-
ous departure the other morning? Diable/ You did not
doubt my friendship because I omitted bidding you
farewell ? I cannot regulate the trains, you know, my
comrade.”

Captain Vernon, for the first time, turns to observe him.
“Raphael,” he says abruptly, * what brought you from
London, to-niyht ?”

The expression upon the face of Monsieur Raphael Saint
Elme, from Paris, up to this time, has been the look that a
cat wears when playing with a mouse; but when Captain
Vernon puts this question to him it assumes the expression
the cat’s face wears when he is cloyed with play and deter-
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mines to eat the mouse. The sneering smile vanishes, for
a moment, and gives way to a hard, cruel look, as he
answers, ‘“ Business brought me from London, Captain
Vernon.”

“ Businéss with me ?”

“Yes; business with you.”

Captmu Vernon turns his chair slowly, so as to face tbe
foreigner as he sits; and the two men, for the second time,
look at each other, with the table between them. With
his arms folded before him, the Captain waits until Mon-
sieur Raphael shall speak again. The foreigner is not
slow to do this.

“ How long have we known each other, my Horace ?”” he
asks.

“ Why do you ask that question ?”

“ Bah! Shall I answer for you? Eight months to-night!
Under what circumstances did we make each ot.hers ac-
quaintance ?”

Captain Vernon half rigses from his chair and answers,
with an angry frown upon his brow, *“ Have I not told you
not to revive that affair? Have I not said that it would
be dangerous to revive it ?”

“Yes, my Horace; but I revive it because it is my busi-
ness to revive it. I revive it because it is necessary that
we should come to some agreement with each other.
Beste/ 1 am not a rash man, but I do not fear danger!”

He places his hand into his pocket after saying this and
draws a newspaper from it. It does not require a second
glance to inform Captain Vernon that it is the Z%mes news-
paper. Unfolding it slowly the foreigner looks over it
until be has found what he is in search of. Then he folds
it into a smaller space and lays it before him.

He is very cool and self-possessed in his movements ; for
when he has arranged the newspaper to his liking he takes

o*
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out his pocket-book and tears out a sheet, and, with a
pinch of tobacco from his vest-pocket, proceeds to soll up a
cigarette.

He has placed the cigarette between his lips and is look-
ing at Captain Vernon. .

Captain Vernon, who has been observing his movements,
has become impatient. He is frowning darkly upon the
smiling foreigner.

“Well I” he says abruptly.

Monsieur Raphael removes the cigarette to blow the
smoke through his nostrils, and to remark, “ Pardon me,
my Horace, it is not well. It is—pardon me again—bad.”

He has taken the newspaper in his hand and he holds the
cigarette between his fingers.

“ When I asked you just now,” he proceeds to say, em-
phasizing his remarks with the hand which holds the
cigarette between its fingers,—* when I askell you under
what circumstances we first knew each other, you frowned
and told me it was dangerous to refer to those circumstan-
ces,—did you not ?”

“I told you that then, Raphael, and I repeat it now !”

“Very good, and very well! When you asked me
what brought me from London, to-night, what answer
did I give ?”

“You said that you came on business.”

“ Business—and with whom ?”

“Pshaw! Business with me! Speak out, man!”

The foreigner lifts his hand with an expostulating ges-
tare. “ Not so fast, my Horace,” he says smilingly. “You
are strong I am aware, and brave ; but pardon me, if I say
again you have not the coolness.”

He handles the newspaper delicately and turns it over
and over in his hands. The angry look deepens in Captain
Vernon’s eyes as the foreigner does this and he strikes the
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table heavily with his hand. “Raphael, do youn wish to play
with me! What does that newspaper contain ?” he says.

The foreigner goes on speaking as though he has not
heard Captain Vernon’s words.

“When I told you that business brought me from Lon-
don to this place, to-night, I told you what was true, my
comrade. When I asked you under what circumstances
we made each other’s acquaintance, I wished to recall to °
your mind something connected with that business. Shall
I recall those circumstances, my good Horace ?”

“No. Let them be unspoken. Proceed with your bnsi-
ness !” He leans his head upon his hand and looks down
and listens whilst the foreigner is speaking,

“Do you read the Z%mes?”

“No. I read nothing.”

“Then you did not see this?” the foreigner says, thrust-
ing the newspaper under Captain Vernon’s eye and point-
ing to a paragraph it contains.

A slight pallor comes upon Captain Vernon’s face as he
reads—if the shade that comes upon a brave man’s face
when he understands a peril, but does not fear it, may be
called “ pallor.”

He rises from the table, without looking at the foreigner,
and walks rapidly backward and forward in the room. He
is thinking of how that peril, which has been made known
to him, in the newspaper that the foreigner has shown him,
can be avoided. Monsieur Raphael is thinking of his five
thousand francs, and of how they can be regained. The
foreigner breaks the silence.

“ Will you return to Paris now, my good Horace?” he
eays with his sneering smile. Standing by the table Cap-
tain Vernon once more brings his hand down heavily upon
it, and says, “No! a thousand times no! More than ever
if I die for it, shall I remain here |”



204 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-8TREET.

¢ Then—pardon me, my poor Horace—you will suffer for
your obstinacy.”

Captain Vernon is walking again. He cannot see the
wolfish expression deepening about the foreigner’s mouth,
and the cunning look growing more cunning in his snaky
eyes, as he says this. He does not see them; but they are
there nevertheless,

What threat do Monsieur Raphael’s words conceal ?
What danger for Captain Vernon do the wolfish smile and
cunning look reveal ?

The silence between the two men in the room is unbro-
ken for a few moments, as Captam Vernon walks and walks.
His mind is dwelling, in these moments, on the question
the foreigner has asked him and on the necessity that exists
that he should leave Alderley and go to Paris.

Leave Alderley, and leave behind him the woman, want-
ing whose presence life would be a hideous dream? Go
forth to his old existence of wrong and error to fight the
world, and to be persecuted by it and conquered by it?
Leave her presence, and folloy the man who sits at the
table with a smile upon his lip and hatred in his heart?
No! no! Let his destiny overtake him! Let them come
and drag him forth from his father’s old home, the scorn
and jest of meaner things! Let them hunt him down; but
he will not go to Paris!

The old house is full of strange voices that speak the lan-
guage of decay from dusty passage and mouldy stairs. . The
night without warns him in the voice of the dreary wind
moaning around the gables. The shutters creaking upon
their rusty hinges in the darkness have their story to tell
him. The fire crackling on the hearth s not voiceless to
urge him to his duty. And the voices that come to him
from these are a warning to go away! To flee from the
shadow of his father’s house, anywhere! To go back, if
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need be, to the life he has left and to avoxd the evil that
awaits him here! -

Monsieur Raphael, smoking and waiting until Captain
Vernon shall have sat down again, gazes at him through
the smoke with an abstracted look. His mind, too, is
dwelling on the information the newspaper contains. What
does Captain Vernon mean by refusing to return with him
to Paris? What does my Horace mean by denying him
his confidence? Does my good Horace wish to shake him
off ; does he intend—peste/—to remain and secure the gains
arising from the knowledge that he and Monsieur Raphael
possess in comtmon? And does he intend—diable /—that
Monsieur Raphael’s creditors shall besiege him—Monsieur
Raphael—for those five thousand francs? If so, very good,
and very well!

Captain Vernon is standing before the fire and leaning
upon the mantelpiece.

“R phael I he says deliberately, « you have heard my

on. Good or bad, my decision is to remain here.
What do you say to that?”

“I say nothing to that. But I say that you deceived me
‘when you wrote that note to me in Paris last month.”

“If I deceived you then, Raphael, I deceived myself.
If I said then that I would gain money by divulging that
knowledge, I again deceived myself. It is useless to strug-
gle against destiny.”

“Bah! There is no such thing as destiny! There may
be a cursed, obstinate chance; but there is no such thing
a8 destiny. Peste/ You make me shudder when you speak
of destiny {”

“If I remain here,” Captain Vemon goes on solemnly,
“and if by remaining here my fate is to be decided here, I
will not of my own volmon leave this house in which my
boyhood was passed until I shall go where man has no
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power to persecute. If my life has been a wrong one I
shall die, as I have lived, scorning them. Right or wrong,
Raphael, these are my words to you.”

The foreigner makes no answer to this, except to touch
the paper, he holds in his hand, lightly, and to say, “ And
this, my Horace ?”

“Even that will not shake my resolution. I have made
up my mind that, some day or other, what is to be the end
of this will come upon me, whether I seek to avoid it or
not. I have been a fugitive long enough. I will rest here
until I am wanted.”

He leans his head upon his arm, and from the dusty pas-
sage and mouldy stairs come the voices to him—

Away!

There are other eyes than those of the foreigner looking
upon him, as he leans upon the mantelpiece—the eyes of
the portrait on the wall—the eyes that looked npon him in
those old days of innocence when he prayed at his mother’s
side! .

Monsieur Raphael is still thinking of those five thousand
francs. ,

“If you can afford to relinquish that affair, Captain Hor
ace Vernon,” he says, “and if you can afford to throw to
the dogs a thousand pounds and remain in this old bar
racks, you have no cursed debt hanging over, and you can
do so. But I, my old one, cannot afford to do that. I
mast return to Paris and—to my creditors. Peste/ What
shall I tell them when they say to me, ¢ Monsienr Raphael,
where are our five thousand francs ?* Diable/ Shall I say
to them that you did not fulfil your promise, my comrade #”

“Say to them what you please! I tell you again and
again that I will go no further with it. It was your propo-
sition to secure money from my intended action; but you
must abandon your intention as I have abandoned mine.”
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“You have become virtuous, my poor Horace—I repeat
it! You have become an imbecile, a beast, a poltroon, my
Horace! If you fear the consequences leave the affair to
me. Ihave no fear—diable/—I have no weakness!” the
foreigner says scornfully.

Captain Vernon, walking to the side of Monsieur Ra-
phael, lays his hand upon his shoulder and holds him in his
grasp. He looks down into the foreigner’s eyes with that
dangerous look that sometimes comes to him, and says
slowly, “ Does Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme know me well
enough to believe that when I say a thing I mean what I
say ?”

“Diable! Yes! Take your hand from my shoulder,
Captain Vernon!”

The foreigner struggles to disengage himself from the
iron hold of Captain Vernon’s hand, and his snaky eyes
glitter and twinkle with a warning light. But he struggles
in vain. If he.were the veriest child he could not be more
helpless in the hands of the man who holds him.

Captain Vernon, tightening his hold, stares fiercely at
him and goes on speaking.

“You believe that when I say a thing I mean it—very
well! Now when I tell you, Monsiear Raphael, that I am
not an imbecile, or a beast, or a poltroon, will you believe
me ?”

“ Peste/ AmIa wooden man that you hold me thus}
Let me go, I say!”

“ Answer my question—do you believe me ?”

The foreigner’s face is red and pale, in succession, with
his struggles. His left hand is fumbling suspiciously in his
vest. His eye has the deadly light in it that comes to the
cobra de capello when he is about to strike; but he answers
sullenly, “ Diable d’enfer!/ Yes! You will pay me for this,
my comrade |”
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Captain Vernon is watching the movement of the for-
eigner’s left hand, as he speaks.

“You came to this place from Paris,” he says, “against
my will and without consulting my wishes—did you not?
Answer, and quickly !”

“I came here because I wanted to do so, my—"

“ Without my consent and against my wishes ?”

“You say it—yes.”

“ When you came here what did I tell you ?”

“Take your hand from my shoulder and I will tell you
what you told me.’

Captain Vernon shakes him roughly. As he thus shakes
him, something drops, with a hard metallic sound, from the
foreigner’s bosom to the floor. Captain Vernon looks down:
upon it, lying at his feet. It glistens and glitters as the
light from the fire falls upon it. Kicking it away from him
toward the fireplace he discovers what it is. ‘It is Mon-
sieur Raphael Saint Elme’s poniard. This is the object
for which the foreigner has been fumbling in his vest.

¢ Take your hand from your bosom. Raphael, and listen
to me. Your poniard is at my feet and it can be of no
use to you. Take your hand from your bosom and an-
swer me !”

The foreigner’s teeth rattle with the shaking that Cap-
tain Vernon has just given him, but his eye glitters with a
more deadly light. Perhaps Captain Vernon, standing
over him and crushing him with the weight of his hand,
does not see this look; perhaps he does and does not
allow it to frighten him. He repeats his last question.

“ When you came here what did I tell you ?”

“You told me many things! Diable/ Is it that I must
remember everything that is told to me!”

“You must remember this. What did I tell you, Mon-
sieur Raphael ?”
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“ You said that I was a bold man; and you said what
is true, my brave!” .
“Why were you a bold man ?”
“ Bah! For coming here, you said! You will pay me
- for this questioning, my old one!” )

“Did I tell you that, in coming here, you have commit-
ted the boldest act of your life ?”

“It is not to me to contradict you! Peste/ Will you
release me!”

“ Answer me—yes, or no !”

« Yes !”

Captain Vernon loosens his hold upon Monsieur Ra-
pbael’s shoulder, but his hand still rests there. He has not
done with him yet, apparently, for he continues speaking
to him. '

“You eame here, then, against my wishes, and without
my permission,” he says, in his measured way. * Are you
my master that you must follow me and see me perform
my work ?”

The foreigner attemnpts to rise from his chair, as he says,
¢ When you shall have fatigued yourself with asking me
questions I will go and leave you;” but Captain Vernon
does not permit him to rise.

“You will go when I permit you, not before. Remain
quiet, while I speak to you!”

The foreigner utters an imprecation and sits down again.
He looks at his poniard, ghstenmg on the floor, with an
eager look.

“You said just now,” Captain Vernon goes on, “that
you came to me on business, and that we would come to
an agreement, did you not ?”

“Yes, I said that. We will come to an agreement be-
fore we part—a final agreement, my comrade!”

“ Very well. Now what do you propose ?”
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“J propose that, since you have caused me to borrow
five thousand francs on a promise you gave, you give me
that sum to repay my cursed creditors.”

“Very well. But how would I procure that sum, sup-
posing I agree to that proposition ?”

« Diable! Sell this old barn !”

The hand tightens on the foreigner’s shoulder onoce more,
but Monsieur Raphael raises his hand deprecatingly.

“ Bah " he says, “let that pass! I will make another
proposition.”

“Go on.”

“I propose that, since you do not desire to proceed
further in the matter that brought you here, you resign
affairs to me.”

“Go on. What more ?”

“If you have scruples, I have none. If you fear conse-
quences, I do not. If you have tender regards for weak
natures—bakh /—I have none! Resign the affair into my
hands and permit me to gain back my five thousand
francs. That is my proposition, and if you accept it I
promise to leave you alone in the future. Do you agree
to that, my Horace ?”

" “You mean that you are to go to the lady, whom I was
villain enough to come here to persecute, and force her to
give you money for the secret that I was a worse villain
for allowing you to wring from me!” Captain Vernon
pauses for a moment to breathe heavily, and the foreigner
mutters “ diable I”

“You mean that your final proposition, to which you
ask my consent, is that you go to her and thrust your rep-
tile presence upon her, and demand money from her, as my
friend, and bring tears to her eyes for that of which she, in
her innocence, is guiltless! Is that the proposition you
would make to me ?”
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The foreigner, according to his own confession, and ac-
cording to Captain Vernon’s opinion, is a bold man; but
he is not a bold enough man to look steadfastly into the
dark eyes that are glaring on him now. His lips—from
which the sneering smile has departed—are paler, too, than
usnal, as he opens them to answer. But from his mouth
comes no sound, and the muttered word that dies upon his
lips takes the form of “ peste I

Captain Vernon, grasping him more firmly by the collar
of his coat, lifts him up and holds him at arm’s length
facing him.

Monsieur Raphael, glancing at the steel that shines
under the influence of the fire, waits for what is to come
and fastens his metallic eyes upon Captain Vernon’s face.

Holding him away from him and looking down upon him,
Captain Vernon says, “ Villain as you are, Monsieur Ra-
phael Saint Elme, you should have hesitated before making
that proposition to me!”

The foreigner has folded the newspaper that lay upon
the table and is putting it in his breast pocket. When he
‘has done this he taps his breast gently, and says, with a
return of his sneering manner, “ Let Captain Vernon re-
member the knowledge that I possess and let him refrain
from calling names! Diable! If I am a villain what are
you ?”

“Is this your final proposition ?” Captain Vernon says,
not noticing the foreigner’s last remark.

“This is my final proposition.”

“Js the business that brought you here ended with

this ?”

“It is.”

“ Then, hear my answer. If you should ever, by word
or letter, approach Mrs. Arncliffe or utter one syllable to
her that might canse her pain; and further, if you should

O,
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ever, under any pretext, approach her so that her eyes
should light upon your face; if you should ever pollute, by
your presence, the air that she breathes, if I live, Monsieur
Raphael Saint Elme, you shall die. That is my answer to
your proposition. Now go, before I do you an injury.”

He drops his hand from Monsieur Raphael’s shoulder
and turns to move away. But at that moment the for-
eigner’s hissing voice falls upon his ear.

“ Bah! This is not sense that you speak, my Horace !
This is weakness—this is love!” .

In the next instant Captain Vernon has turned and has
seized Monsienr Raphael Saint Elme and has hurled him
against the opposite wall. The blood spouting from the
foreigner’s nose falls upon his coat and dyes it of a dark
crimson hue. He rises and his eye falls upon the poniard.
He springs toward it; but in that moment Captain Vernon,
placing his foot upon it, points to the door.

“Ge, Raphael, and do not tempt destiny,” he says.

“ Our paths are apart henceforth. Do your worst, but do
not cross my path again.”
.- The foreigner, stanching the blood flowing from his
nostrils, moves toward the door. The sneer upon his lip is
the sneer that comes upon the wolf when he exhibits his
teeth before biting. The look in his snaky eye is the
look that springs from the serpent who is coiled for the
attack. ' _

“You have made your choice, my Horace! Now let
your destiny save you!” he says.

Captain Vernon, standing motionless, still points to the
door. The foreigner, wrapping his cloak about him, crosses
the threshold and closes the door after him. Not to oc-
cupy the guest-chamber of the old house that night, but to
shiver through the dark passage and to creep like a guilty
thing down the mouldy stairway ; and so to walk into the
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cold street, with the dust hanging about him. To do this,
and to loiter, suspected of policemen, around the station,
waiting until the train for London shall leave—waiting
and shivering in the night, and plotting against the man
whom he had left standing before the fire in the house in
Balfour-street and pointing to the door.
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CHAPTER XVIL
IN WHICH CAPTAIN VERNON MEETS AN ACQUAINTANCE.

T was destined to Mr. Creech, that morning, that his
hours of vigil at the door of his shop were again to be

- fruitful of content. His mind had been distracted, far

¥

toward morning on the night before, in witnessing from
the window of his room the tall form of Capt#in Vernon,
who stood by the mantelpiece in the house opposite en-
gaged in conversation with a man who, the little tobac-
conist was almost prepared to affirm, was surely a foreigner.
But however strong was his curiosity on that occasion, and
however praiseworthy the motive that impelled him to
stare for hours, by the town clock, at what was transpir-
ing in the house in Balfour-street, it is not to be denied
that he had yielded, about the time the clock rang out the
hour of ten, to a weakness which besets frail mortality. It
would be worse than useless to deny that the little tobac-
conist had fallen asleep at his post.

‘When he awoke—which phenomenon of waking was
partly the result of a depressed feeling, consequent upon a
weakness about the back and a chilliness about the legs,
and partly owing to a noise that bore a suspicious resem-
blance to the jar of a violently closed door—he awoke to
the knowledge that the fellow-mystery to the old mystery
who lived over the way had departed wrapped up in a
great cloak which concealed him from head to foot. He
awoke to this knowledge, and to curse his sleepy head, and
to stare, until the night-shadows had closed around him, at
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the fellow-mystery walking with hasty steps down the
street, and then to turn his gaze toward the window,
through which the usual mystery might be seen, walking,
with his head bent upon his bosom, backward and forward
for an hour after the departure of his cloaked companion.

The little tobacconist, thinking and watching, saw the
gray dawn lighting up, with its accustomed fires, the east-
ern sky, and saw, also, the light extinguished in the old
. house. And then, with an uncomfortable feeling about
him as of having been careless and remiss in the duty he
owed himself (and the gossips), he had gone to sleep to
dream of Captain Vernon braining, with an awful expres-
sion of countemnce, the man enveloped in the cloak and
of his cutting off the stranger’s head and sending it over
by Mary Agnes on a curiously wrought dish.with his com-
pliments, and of his—Mr. Creech’s—examining the head
and discovering amid a flood of tears that it belonged to
his only brother, who had left Portsmouth years ago on a
trip to the Gold Coast of Africa and concerning whose after
fortunes nothing had since been known.

‘When the little man awoke, in the morning, with this
wretched delusion still fresh upon his mind, it is not to be
supposed that he felt any the better for it. He had an ap-
palling belief that he had become, through the events of -
that night, a sharer in the mystery of Balfour-street; and
he had a terrible idea, drawn from his dream, that some-
how or other somebody or other, at some time or other,
would call upon him to offer his testimony in og@n court in
behalf of the Crown and against the prisoner at the bar; in
which it would be expected that he would explain to the
satisfaction of the jury at what time the foreign-looking
gentleman in the cloak had reached, and at what time he
had left, the house in Balfour-street, and also any other
little circumstance relative to the case, and not irrelevant
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to the point which the Crown expected to prove, namely;
that the guilt (if any there should be) would be found, after
a full investigation, to rest upon the prisoner at the bar.

It was with this awful sense of being responsible to some-
body, then, that Mr. Creech took his accustomed post of
observation in the morning; and much as he desired that
the door of the old house would open and reveal something
in its opening, his teeth fairly shook in his head as he saw
his wish fulfilled in the opening of the door, followed by the
appearance of Captain Horace Vernon, late of her Majesty’s
service.

His terror was not lessened when he observed that Cap-
tain Vernon, instead of walking away as ggual, fixed his
eye upon him standing at his shop-door, and, after a mo-
ment’s hesitation, crossed the street, coming toward him.

Mr. Creech remained in a sort of stupor whilst Captain
Vernon, stepping lightly upon the curb-stone, neared the
door, and when the Captain lifted the latch and entered,
he leaned against the counter in a helpless way, and pit-
eously to behold.

Captain Vernon’s remark to him, on walking into the
shop, was practical enough in its nature to disarm terror,
for he simply said, “ Cigars, my man.”

Although the cigars were forthcoming, they made their
appearance in so unusual a manner, some rolling away to
the right and to the left on the counter and others betaking
themselves under the counter into all sorts of dark and un-
known plgges, whilst the remainder lingered, in a species
of legerdemain, between the little man’s fingers (all of
which being due to the trembling of his hand), that Captain
Vernon, looking at him, fell into a commonly credited be-
lief that affixed the affliction of light-headedness to the un-
happy cigar-vender, and said to him, “You, too, look like
an object of the world’s persecutions. If you are insane
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and unfit to gain your livelihood, why do you not go to an
agylum ?” and then walked out, leaving Mr. Creech to col-
lect his scattered senses and to recall the circumstances
connected with the visit paid to his shop by the mystery.

(It is worthy of remark, in this connection—and it is
here stated—that in later days, and long after Captain Ver-
non had ceased to be a subject of surmise, the gossips were
accustomed to call upon Mr. Creech to narrate what had
occurred on the memorable occasion of the purchase of the
cigars and to repeat, to the best of his recollection, the
exact words used by Captain Vernon while taking the cigars
from the counter. On which occasions Mr. Creech was in
the habit of sagng that, to the best of his recollection, Cap-
tain Vernon had asked him if he—Captain Vernon—did
not look like a persecuted wretch; saying he was insane
and unfit to gain an honest living; and also whether he—
Mr. Creech—would confer a favor upon him by directing
him to the nearest asylum.)

When Captain Vernon left the tobacconist’s shop he
sought the livery-stables. The proprietor was, as usual,
lounging at the entrance and smoking a short pipe.

As the Captain approached him he touched his cap and
said, “ Do you want Black Dick to-day, sir?”

“Yes; is he disengaged ?”

“That’s what he is sir.  You can have him in a minute.
Saddled, or in harness, sir ?”

“Saddled, and make haste,” answered Captain Vernon
briefly. There was a settled look upon his face that indi-
cated some resolve and he did not seem in a humor to con-
verse. Mr. Chivers noticed this and wisely refrained from
exciting him by asking him useless questions. He merely
stood off and admired the marvellous combination of
strength and grace that his customer’s person displayed,
wondering what would come of it alL

10
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When Black Dick was brought to him, Captain Vernon
sprang lightly upon his back and, in the next moment, was
galloping rapidly away. Not unobserved of the gossips,
though; for, whilst the weather was too cold to allow them
to loiter in the streets, they were ensconced in every avail-
able place behind shop-windows and gazing on what was
passing without. And, as he rode by them, the surmises
thickened about him and eager eyes were fixed upon him;
and all who thus saw him wondered with the propnetor of
the stables: What will come of it ?

It was tolerably well known by this time that the only
visits Captain Vernon made were made to the Hall. And,
for that reason, Mr. Chivers’s testimony had become the
law with the gossips—at least so far as concerned Captain
Vernon’s intimacy with the family at Framleigh.

Captain Yernon, regardless, or oblivious, of the looks
that were wentred on him, hastening on left Alderley be-
hind him and fell into the London-road—the road that led
up to the park-gates and the statues and the white walls of
Framleigh-Place.

The sound of Black Dick’s hoofs striking the gravelled
walk brought out the gate-keeper.

He was an old man and had grown gray in the service
of the Arncliffe family, Standing at the gate, but without
opening it, he looked at Captain Vernon through the iron
bars and said, “ You have had a ride for naught to-day, sir.
The mistress has gone and the house is closed.”

An irresolute look came upon Captain Vernon’s face.
If the man had said that the mistress was dead he could
not have been more surprised. Gone? There was a sol-
emn meaning in the word the old gate-keeper had uttered
that he had never before associated with the word. - Gone?

Pulling nervously at his riding-gloves he spoke to the
man.
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% Where has Mrs. Arncliffe gone; and when will she be
pack ?” :

“I dunno, sir. She went away some days ago, and left
no word where she was a-going to. She was a-going to

country and wouldn’t be back for a long time. That
was the word as she left up at the HalL.”

The gate-keeper touched his hat, and was about moving
away; but he stopped as Captain Vernon spoke to him
again.

“Did Mrs. Arncliffe mention how long she would be
away ?” he said almost purposelessly. . :

“She never said aught about it. She gave the keys to
the housekeeper and ordered the carriage and went away.
She took naught with her but her maid. That’s all I know
about it, sir.” And then he went into the lodge.

Captain Vernon did not move for a little while after the
gate-keeper had left him. Black Dick, impatient to depart,
stamped his hoofs upon the crisp road and champed the bit
in his mouth until the foam flecked his glossy neck. But
Captain Vernon held him to the spot and looked abstract-
edly toward the house.

Gone! and no word left as to her movements! Gone
from him, and no knowledge of her return dwelling in the
minds of those whom she had left at Framleigh !

There was a strange dreariness about the autumnal scene
upon which he looked. The November wind, rattling the
dry branches of the park-trees, swept aroupd him with a
desolate sound ; the pallid statues, with the deceptive smile
upon the faces of some and others pointing warningly away,
stared at him through the colonnade of trees rising up from
their beds of dead and yellow leaves; the great house,
itself, with its closed shutters, seemed to him but a sepul-
chre wherein his hopes lay buried.

The hand with which he held the rein lay idly upon toe



pommel of the saddle, as his mind went back to his first
meeting with Mrs. Arncliffe. In a dreary reverie he went
over every circumstance associated with their acquaintance.
He thought of the purpose that had brought him to Alder-
ley; of the reccption, and the passionate love that had
sprung to birth-in his heart for the woman against whom
he had harbored evil; of the tears he had seen fall from
her eyes on that night when he had stood shrouded in the
shadows and had looked at her; of the sorrows of the old
man whe had no thought beyond his will; of the arrival
of Monsieur Raphael, and of his quarrel with him, and of
what would come of it; and of the announcement, finally,
that the gate-keeper had just made to him—that Mrs. Arn-
cliffe had . gone without indicating her destination.

During his abstraction Black Dick had moved away
from the gate and had taken the direction in which lay
London. Walking, with the rein slackened in the hands
of his rider, the horse, attracted by the smell of barnyards
and stables, had turned into a road that led from the high-
way. Had Captain Vernon’s mind not been otherwise en-
gaged, he might have found time to look around him.
Had he done so, he would have recognized the locality.
The cottages of Mr. Arncliffe’s tenantry, the trees on either
side, would have made him aware that he was on the road
that led to the Baron’s Grave. But, as his abstraction
continued, and as Black Dick felt no hand checking the
rein flapping against his neck, the horse walked on and on
until an impadsable ravine opposed an obstacle to his
progress. He stopped suddenly, and in stopping aroused
Captain Vernon.

The Captain, at the moment of Black Dick’s stopping,
was thinking of the possibility of Mrs. Arncliffe’s having
gone to join Mr. Arncliffe and of her reasons for doing so.
‘When he looked up, and around him, he started slightly.

<
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Black Dick was standing motionless on the edge of that
chasm into which, according to the superintendent’s opin-
ion, it would be death to fall. With a quick motion he
jerked the rein and drew the horse backward. Then he
surveyed the scene. :

The workmen were absent, but the work had progressed
finely since his visit a month before. The clumsy old
wooden bridge which had been there previously had been
pulled down and in its place rose, or rather hung, the grace-
fal outlines of the suspension-bridge that Mr. Arncliffe had
ordered to be constructed in its stead.

Dismounting and tying Black Dick to a pile of posts and
timber near by, he approached the edge of the precipice
and holding on to one of the iron pillars of the bridge for
protection against falling looked down into the gloom
below. As he gazed he shuddered at the possibility of a
man’s falling into it, for it was plain that any man who
should do so could be preserved by a miracle only. Then
he thought of the tradition that hung about the place—
the tradition that he himself had heard a hundred times
when a boy and which the superintendent had recalled
to him on his previous visit—that a human life had al-
ready been lost there centuries before. Standing there
he thought of these things for a long time, until his mind
settled again upon what the gate-keeper had told him in
regard to Mrs. Arncliffe. )

He walked moodily away and, untying Black Dick,
mounted him. And then, looking once more at the preci-
pice at his feet, he turned the horse’s head in the direction
from which he had come and urged him to a rapid pace.

The cottages of Mr. Arncliffe’s tenantry were left behind
him, and the park and the statues and the walls of Fram-
leigh came upon his sight.

As he passed the lodge be did not look back as he had
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once before done, for there was nothing there to remind
him of Mrs. Arncliffe now, but there was everything to
speak to him of her absence. The shadow of that calamity
rested heavily upon the scene, and he gave Black Dick the
rein until he entered the streets of Alderley.

He had no definite idea in his mind as to what he should
do. He had thoughts of shutting himself up in the house
in Balfour-street until such time as Mrs. Arncliffe should
return and the great hall-door of Framleigh should again
open to admit him to her presence. He had mad thoughts
of going out upon a pilgrimage to seek her—through the
length and breadth of the land until he had found her;
to throw himself at her feet and to declare his love to her;
to tell her who he was and what he was—what wrong
he had done her—what expiation he had made in the weary
hours of forsaken loneliness sitting in the old house that
_ was the miserable remains of the fortune he had squan-
dered in all manner of lawlessness and error; to do this,
and never to trouble her more with his presence.

But Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme? What of him and
bis threat, speaking in his wolfish smile and snaky eyes?
‘What of the announcement that the newspaper contained—
the announcement which Monsieur Raphael had thought
important enough to cause him to pay another visit to my
Horace, and which had been the key-note to his demand for
a final understanding ?

.Black Dick, standing at the stables, and Captain Vernon
sitting abstractedly upon his back, move to allow a gentle-
man, who is riding out of the stables, to pass. As he does
80, the gentleman lifts his eyes to Captain Vernon’s face.
The old frown is there and the Captain twirls his drooping
moustache with a nervous action.

But he is not observing the gentleman who is passing
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him; and so when the former speaks to him, he turns sul-
lenly to look at him. .

Sir John Eden!

“Pardon me, Captain Vernon; you do not recognize
your friend,” Sir John says.

Captain Vemon smiles faintly in return, and answers,
“It is I who must crave pardon, Sir John, for not seeing
you before. .May I ask what brings you to Alderley ?”

The baronet has drawn his horse up by the side of Back
Dick and is leaning with his hand upon the pommel of Cap-
tain Vernon’s saddle, as he answers his question. ,

% A small matter of business brought me here this morn-
ing. ‘T am one of the Alderley magistrates, you know, and
I have come here on business connected with my office.
By-the-by, when will you fulfil your promise to me and
pay that visit to the Lodge 7™

Captain Vernon is undecided as to his movements.
Shall he accept Sir John’s invitation to visit him—shall he -
fulfil his promise and go with him now ?

He hesitates a moment, but in that moment he thinks
possibly Mrs. Arncliffe may return in his absence ; and so—

“Come with me now, Captain Vernon, to the Lodge,”
Sir John says, interrupting his meditations. “ We will have
a pleasant company there soon, I assure you. It is not far
from here—only about five miles. You can come into Al-
derley whenever you like; and besides that, a friend of
ours is visiting Lady Eden at present.”

“A friend, Sir John? I scarcely understand you.
‘What friend ?”

“Mrs. Arncliffe.”

Captain Vernon looks down into the smiling face that
is turned toward him. Can Sir John have any suspicion
of the truth? Does he notice any change in his compan-
ion’s countenance as he says this ?



224 -THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET.

No; apparently not; for the pleasant face wears the
smile that is habitual to it. Captain Vernon extends his
hand to the baronet.

“I thank you, sir,” he says, “for this second invitation to
Eden Lodge, and I shall do myself the pleasure of accept-
ing it. You are right, Sir John; Mrs. Arncliffe’s society
cannot be otherwise than agreeable, and I shall add, to the
present pleasure of her acquaintance, the fature honor of
an introduction to Lady Eden. When do you propose to
start ?”

“I await your convenience, Captain Vernon. What do
you say to a ride to the Lodge now? You have a thorough-
bred there, I perceive.” Sir John strokes Black Dick’s
mane with a gentle hand. He admires a fine horse al-
most as much as he admires a fine woman.

The proprietor of the stables, standing on the pavement,
says to Captain Vernon, “ Black Dick is at your service,
sir, for as long a time as you want him. I know he will
get good grooming at Sir John’s stables.”

“ Trust me for that, Chivers,” answers the baronet.

Captain Vernon is thinking of what he shall say to
Blacker. He is not long in reaching a decision upon this
point ; for he turns to the baronet, and speaks:

“Excuse me for a moment, Sir John, while I go to my
room. It is just beyond here. I would invite you to the
house, but really it is so old and dusty that I hesitate to do
go. Old as it is, however, Sir John, I reverence it, for I
was born there.”

It is well that the proprietor of the stables has moved
away when the Captain says this, for otherwise the gossips
would have acquired a new string, as it were, to their con-
versational bow. Only Sir John is there to listen to him,
however.

“Very well, Captain Vernon,” returns the baronet. “I
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will wait for you. I will send my man to-morrow to bring
your luggage to the Lodge.” '

Captain Vernon waves his hand to his companion and
rides down the street. :

Sir John Eden, checking the impetuosity of the blooded
horse under him, and waiting for his guest, sees him alight
at the do8r of the old house and throw the reins to a pass-
ing boy. Then the Captain passes under the lion’s head,
and he sees him no more.

Captain Vernon’s friend is not the only one awaiting his
reappearance. ‘There are expectant eyes watching the
house in Balfour-street with a more anxious look than that
which proceeds from the baronet. Eyes that are unnoticed
of the unsuspecting Sir John. Eyes that stare from every
available spot, and which centre upop the entrance to the
old house. Eyes that twinkle and sparkle as the door
opens and’ brings into view, once more, Captain Horace
Vernon, late of her Majesty’s service.

The waiting, expectant eyes follow his movements as he
mounts Black Dick and rides to rejoin his friend. As he
approaches the baronet, he says, somewhat abruptly, “I
. am at your service now, Sir John. Come, let us start for

Eden Lodge.”

They ride away together with the red sunset falling upon
them, leaving the owners of the staring eyes, with heads
thrust out of door or window, still watching him as he
canters away by the baronet’s side and revolving in their
minds, as usual, the old question of Captain Vernon’s iden-
tity, and wondering, “ What will come of it ?”

And, reader, let us pause here for a moment to echo the
gossips’ thoughts. Will the meeting that fate has reserved
for the woman who has fled from the man who is pursuing
her and the man whom chance has. led once more to that
woman’s presence, bring with it any elucidation of the Bal-

10*
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four-street mystery? Will the strange opportunity that
brings these two together, once more, be fruitful of good-or
of evil ?

Patience, patience! Captain Vernon is in the hands of
his destiny. There let him remain until that destiny shall
accomplish itself

| eannn e
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CHAPTER XVIIL
_ MR. CREECH PURSUES HIS INVESTIGATIONS INTO THE BALs
- FOUR-STREET MYSTERY.

MR. CREECH, Ileft, after Captain Vernon’s departure
with Sir John Eden, to his own reflections and to the
silent companionship of his Turks’ heads and unexception-
able Havanas, became more and more restless, as the day
passed, in a contemplation of the perplexing doubt that
connected itself with the house over the way. Not more
persistent in its condition of staring; not more constant in
its gaze; not more immovable on its watch; was the Man-
darin before the door, than was Mr. Creech behind it. In-
deed, if it had been given to any one observing the tobac-
zonist on that afternoon to witness the phenomenon of Mr.
Creech assuming the Mandarin’s position upon the block
utside, and the phenomenon of the Mandarin settling him-
self comfortably, with his hands in his pockets, in Mr,
Creech’s place inside, the change would have been neither
startling nor unexpected to his eyes. In respect, particu-
larly, of a wooden expression’ of face and an unspeculative
stare of eye, the difference between the two was so trivial
as to warrant the belief entertained by Mary Agnes, as &
part of her condition of being haunted, that the wooden
figure, in its tawdry oriental finery, and Mr. Creech, in his
plain English attire, are members of the same unfortunate
family, whereof the one is doomed by enchantment to
preside over the changed existence of the other until such
time as the transformed figure shall resume its shape,
and, with its shape, its ordinary habiliments.
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Partly from a certain respect due her as a participator in
and sharer of the mystery of Balfour-street, and partly by
reason of another feeling which Mr. Creech could not or

" would not define to his own satisfaction, Mary Agnes had

* become no small element in the little tobacconist’s daily
life and her visits to his shop were regularly looked for.

, His frequent attempts to draw her into conversation rarely
met with success, however. When pressed to remain by
Mr. Creech “and be sociable,” as he termed it, she would
answer that he—referring to Captain Vernon—wouldn’t per-
haps like it, and so she must go; which she would proceed
to do as quickly as possible, leaving the tobacconist to soli-
tude.

But on this evening, when the sky was at its reddest
with the setting sun, and when the chimneys and the roofs
of the old house were defined against it with their sharpest
limning, Mr. Creech, sitting behind his door, smoking his
pipe and gazing, now at Captain Vernon’s window, now at
the lion’s head above the entrance, now at the pale smoke
ascending in a thin line straight from the chimney to lose
itself in the hazy atmosphere, saw the front-door open and
descried Mary Agnes crossing the street and coming toward
him. It was a part of Mary Agnes’s duties that under no
circumstances should she permit the box which was the
receptacle for Captain Vernon’s cigars to be empty. On

this special evening, observing that the box was empty,
and fearful that Captain Vernon might soon return and dis-
cover her omission, she sought the tobacconist’s.

She hurried past the Mandarin and entered the shop, Mr.
Creech holding the door open for her. When the usual
order for cigars had been filled, and as Mr. Creech stood
behind his little counter slowly rolling them up into a
browu-paper parcel and studiously observant of his cus-
tomer, he perceived that she was thoughtfully looking out
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at the red sky with an abstracted, dreaming look upon her
face. The hue of the sunset, too, added a gentle pink to
her complexion, and this, with the shining bands of her
smoothly-arranged hair and the tidy collar around her
neck (for Mary Agnes was very neat in regard to her per-
sonal appearance), moved the little tobacconist greatly.
He looked out in the direction of her gaze and discovered
. that here and there clouds of a purplish hue had come up
from the horizon and were taking odd shapes in the sky.

“Walking to the door he stood by his customer’s side and
held the parcel irresolutely in his hand as if uncertain
whether to give it to her, or to wait until she should ask
for it. Then he drew up a chair for her and asked if she
would sit down. Perhaps Mary Agnes, he thought, could
enlighten him upon the cause of Captain Vernon’s de-
parture.

She thanked him and sat down with the same thoughtful
look. Leaning with her arm upon the back of the chair,
and with her cheek resting upon her hand, she commenced,
very much to the tobacconist’s surprise, to speak.

“When I came in here just now,” she said, “ what were
you looking at, Mr. Creech ?”

The tobacconist’s guilty conscience smote him and he
hesitated for a moment.

“I was waiting for you, Mary Agnes ” he said, for lack
of a better answer, when he had recovered his composure.

“Miss Tittermary, please,” she returned, looking at him
askance, and then turning her gaze upon the sky again.

“I hope I haven’t offended. Miss Tittermary.”

She shook her head rapidly as if to assure him that he
had not given her offence. He stood leaning helplessly
against the counter, doubtful of what to say. He had often
imagined, when alone, what he would say to her and what
questions he would ask, but now he seemed to have forgot-
ten all.
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“I thought that perhaps you were looking at those clouds
in the sky,” she went on after a while. “I thought that
perhaps you could see there what I can see—what I often
see, Mr. Creech.”

He bent forward to look through the panes and to detect
the purpose of her words, with a vague thought that per-
haps a balloon had been sent up in London and she had
discovered it sailing toward the town. But he only saw
confused shapes of clouds, piled one on another, dark-blue
in the centre and with golden edges.

“I don’t see anything,” he said, after this survey.

“ You don’t, but I do.”

Mr. Creech, from a variety of reasons, felt so mortified at
her words that he dropped the cigars upon the floor and
knocked his head against the counter in his eagerness to
recover them. When he had straightened himself| he re-
marked, in order to retrieve lis lost ground, “I see clouds.
‘What do you see now ?”

“ Mountains.”

“Mountains ?”

“Yes. And houses and cities, and ever so many strango
and beautiful things!”

“In the sky P

“Yes.” Mr. Creech looked hard at the clouds and
finally admltted that he saw mountains also.

““ And I see a giant’s head, just coming over the top of
the hills.” She clasped her hands together and continued
her abstracted gaze.

“ When I lived over there,” she went on motioning with
her head somewhere behind her—

“ At the—the asylum, you mean ?”

“Yes. When I was over there, whenever these images
would come into the sky I would look at them and watch
them till the darkness came and drove them away, and 1
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used to think how much prettier that land beyond them
was than this.” Mr. Creech, sitting beside her, listened to
her without interrupting her.

“ And because,” she went on mysteriously, and lookmg
around her, “ because I saw all thoge pretty things there,
they said I was—you know ?”” and she touched her fore-
head slightly and looked at him with an air of keeping him
to the secret.

“] understand,” said Mr. Creech, nodding his head.
“They said you was a little flighty. But you wasn’t,
though ?”

“Oh no!”

The tobacconist repeated the exclamation after her and
stared at her in a silent contemplation.

“ You know, Mr. Creech,” she continued, “that one can’t
. always do what one would like to do. You know one can’t -
always have things as one would wish.”

“No more can we, Miss Tittermary,” asSented the to-
bacconist.

“Well, then, when I was over there ”—again with a
backward motion of the head—“I used to cry, oh, so
often, to think of the beautiful sky and to think that I was
compelled to stay here when the birds were flying away to
the west. To see them, as I have seen them, seeking the
sunset, growing fainter and fainter against the brightness
beyond them !”

Upon her face and in her eyes was a rapt expression
which quite awed Mr. Creech. Whilst he acknowledged
to himself that his customer’s fancy was a pretty one, he
could not conceal from himself that it was an odd one like-
wise. This feeling of surprise at Mary Agnes™s words was
not, however, confined to the.tobacconist. Others had
thought of it before, and among the attendants of the
asylum whence Blacker had taken her it was a common
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thing to hear that Mary Agnes Tittermary had queer
fancies. It may have been that those so speaking could
not understand her, and that the visions seen by her were
beyond their comprehension. In her frequent hours of
solitude when an inmate of that institution, she had peo-
pled her existence with the strange, beautiful thoughts to
- which she had referred in speaking to Mr. Creech, and
these had filled a void in her heart which existed  there by
reason of the absence of something for which she had often
wished and which she had never known. Her mind was
dwelling upon that void in her life when she next spoke.
And when she spoke she exhibited the same abstracted-
ness; the same confidence in the truth of what she said;
the same simple, childish faith that had shown itself in her
manner from the time when she had ﬁrst looked out upon
the tinted sky.

“You don’t know how I came to live over there, Mr.
Creech ?” she said, with the backward movement of the
head. '

“No. How was it ?”

“Oh, very strangely! Left at the door.”

“ A orphlun ?” suggested the tobacconist with a relish.

“Yes. An orphan foundling, Mr. Creech.”

“Then,” observed Mr. Creech, eyeing her with & new in-
terest, “ you never saw your father or your mother.”

“No. They found me at the gate, lying in a basket,
" and with a paper pinned to my clothes upon which was
written, ¢ Mary Agnes, an Orphan.’ That is how I came
to live over there.” If she had told him that she had been
found by the porpoises floating on the sea a thousand
miles from land, and had been brought up by them by fin,
the little tobacconist ‘could not have been more astonished.
He expressed his surprise in a long, low whistle, and
scratched his chin slowly with his little finger.




THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET. 233

“Well!” he remarked finally, “that was a go! And
you haven’t ever been inquired for since? There hasn’t
ever been a lady come to the asylum, in a veil, and asked
to see you, saying as how you was her long-lost child and
crying over you? Nothink of that kind, now ?”

“No. Nobody has ever called for me. But I have seen
my mother often.”

[{4 Where ?’,

“ At night, in my dreams. I have seen her face in the
sunset too. - In everything that is beautiful, I have seen
her face.” In the presence of this confession the little to-
bacconist was silent. He began to understand now why
she spoke so lovingly of the images she could see in the
drifting clouds coming slowly up from the horizon. Of all
the wonderful phases of her haunted life, this, surely, was
the most tender, the most merciful !

Mr. Creech had been so attentive to her words, and so
much taken back, as it were, by her extraordinary vein of
confidence, that he had quite forgotten, for the moment,
the house over the way and its tenant. When he saw
that Mary Agnes was silent after her last remark he
ventured to avail himself of her unusual communicative-
ness. .

“I wonder,” he remarked, “ where he was a-going to-
day ?”

« Who ?,7

“ He” And the tobacconist looked darkly at the old
house.

“] wonder!” said Mary Agnes.

“You don’t know, then ?” asked Mr. Creech in a tone of
disappointment.

“Oh, no! But Mr. Blacker knows. He knows every-
thing. He talks to Aim.”

“ He never says anything to you, now ?” remarked the



234 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STRERT.

tobacconist confidentially and in a way of luring Mary
Agnes to the confession.

«QOh, dear me! no! But he talks to Mr. Blacker.”

Mr. Creech pondered for a moment. He was, to all
appearances, as far away from gaining any information as
ever.

“ How did you come to live over there ?” he said, after a
little while. _ »

“How? Mr. Blacker took me away from the other
place and brought me over there. I don’t know how it
was. They got tired of me at the other place, I suppose.”

“Do you—" said Mr. Creech, at a loss for any other
question on the spur of the moment and resolved to make
the most of Mary Agnes while she remained in her com-
municative mood—* do you get plenty to eat over there ?”

“ Plenty.”

“ As much as you want ?” he continued, still at a loss
for any more important question.

¢ More than enough.”

“Ah!” Mr, Creech looked down at the floor and then
at the ceiling as if he had lost something and were search-
ing for it. 'When he had completed the round of the room,
he gazed at Mary Agnes with an air of having found what
he was seeking. From the quickness with which he spoke
to her, it would almost seem that it was his next series of
questions that"had been missing and had turned up again.

“Isay!” he said suddenly. “ Whoishe? Where did
he come from? What does he want here ?”

She leaned toward him slightly, and Mr. Creech, follow-
ing her mysterious motion, bent forward with his éar turned
to her, the better to catch her answer.

“He's a Prince—that’s what he is!” she whispered.
“ Did you eyer read in that fairy tale about the handsome
Prince who kissed the Beauty in her sleep and awoke her
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to life again. He is the handsome Prince; but oh, who is
the Beauty—who is the Beauty!” And then she covered
her face with her hands, and, to the tobacconist watching
her, there seemed to come a strange paleness beneath them
on her cheek.

“ Oh, such a handsome Prince! Oh, such eyes, and
such a look from them! Oh, so tender sometimes, and
then again so angry! But who is the Beauty he will kiss
to life again and make happy with his love?” She was
rocking herself back and forth, still with her hands before
her face. Mr. Creech was staring at her, with a faint feel-
ing upon him as of a man who has Just awakened to a dis-
agreeable knowledge.

“He aint bad looking,” he remarked in a surly tone.
“But I don’t see the use of your talking about his eyes,
Miss Tittermary. I should say, now, he don’t thiuk as
much of yours. Oh, yes! that’s right! Go on!” he said
as Mary Agnes still repeated to herself, “ Who is the
Beauty—who is the Beauty !”

As Mr. Creech ceased speaking, she lifted her head and
brushed back her hair with her hand. There was a faint
color struggling upon her cheek that had not been there
before she commenced to speak of Captain Vernon, the to-
bacconist thought.

“ You like him ?” said Mr. Creech sullenly.

“Do I? Oh, yes! He is so lonely and sad! Just like
me. Why shouldn’t I like him #”

“I don’t know. It’s your own lookout, you know !” the
tobacconist remarked, still with his sullen mood upon him.

“ But there will be some lady somewhere,” she went on,
“ who will like him more than I do, Mr. Creech. There
will be some sweet lady, like the Beauty whom the Prince
kissed, to love him. And do you know why she will like
him more than I ever can?”
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“No. Why

“ Because he will love her in return and they will be
happy together. And I hope and pray that he may find
her!”

With these words she rose from her chair, and, saying
that night was coming on, declared that she must go. She
received the cigars from the hands of the tobacconist, bade
him good-bye and crossed the street, Mr. Creech watching
her until she had gone under the lion’s head and reflecting
with much self-crimination that he had failed to extort any
information from her, and dwelling in a surly humor upon
her manner when spez’slq'ng of Captain Vernon.

Mr. Creech was still standing at the door of his shop as
the last €lush in the western sky was dying out, and as he
turned his eye toward it he thought of the images that
Mary Agnes had seen. Even as he looked, he saw her, at
the dormer window of the old house, with the glow falling
upon her face and the abstracted look in her eyes and her
hands clasped before her.

Oh, Mary Agnes! did the fading sunset hold no other
vision for you, in your haunted life, than the face of the
mother you had never known |
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CHAPTER XIX.

EDEN LODGE, AND WHAT CAME OF CAPTAIN VERNON’S
VISIT.

ITTING in the parlor with no light breaking upon the
twilight save the glow coming from the cheerful fire,
the family at Eden Lodge were aroused from a silence into
which they had fallen by the sound of horses’ hoofs in the
avenue. Lady Eden was sitting before the fire ‘and was
singing in a low voice to her little daughter resting upon a
stool at her feet and leaning upon her mother’s lap. Mrs.
Arncliffe was seated at the window, and-in her hand was a
book which she had been reading when the dusk had come
on. She was looking out upon the blank prospect, much
as she had looked out from the window of her roem at
Framleigh when the Gorgeous Victim had aroused her
and had told her that Captain Vernon was below and
wished to see her. Her mind was dwelling, too, on that
time, and on the wretched love which—though she strug-
gled against it—still haunted her with a terrible perti-
« nacity.

The child had risen to her feet, as her quick ear caught
the sound of the horses’ hoofs without, and had run to the
window. Standing there and peering out, she exclaimed
to her mother that her father had come back, and had
brought a gentleman with him.

Lady Eden went out of the drawing-room to meet Sir
Jobhn, saying to Mrs. Arncliffe as she passed her, “ Come,
Bertha, you must arouse yourself now. I cannot allow
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yoa to mope in the corner any longer. There is a stranger
with Sir John, whom we must entertain. So prepare
yourself.”

She spoke this in a pleasant voice, and then went out to
welcome Sir John and his guest. Bat, in the gloom of the
coming night, she could not see the face of the woman
whom she addressed. She could not see the sudden white-
ness that had come upon it when the child announced that
the baronet had brought a visitor home with him.

Where had Sir John been all day ? Mrs. Arncliffe thought.
In .Alderley. Whence had come the unexpected guest
whom he had brought with him ? ¥rom Alderley ? Could
it be Captain Vernon ?

It was through Sir John that she had become acquainted
with Captain Vernon. Had he met him in Alderley and
insisted on his coming to Eden Lodge with him ?

These thoughts passed ﬁumedly through her mind in
the interval between Lady Eden’s departure from the
room and Sir John’s throwing open the front door of the
hall, and saying in a loud, cheerful voice, “ Upon my word,
Lady Eden, you will cause us to believe that you are but
a poor housewife! Where are your lights to welcome
home the lord of Eden Lodge ?”

Mrs. Arncliffe listened intently. She had heard another
footfall which sounded in companionship with that of Sir
John’s when he entered. There was enough light in the
hall—coming from the parlor through the open door—to
make everything visible there. Why, then, did not Sir
John introduce his friend ?

The baronet was speaking again.

“Lady Eden,” he said, “I have brought a fnend of
mine—and of Mrs. Aruchﬁ'e s—with me to-night. Lady
Eden, Captain Horace Vernon.”

Mrs, Arncliffe rose suddenly, as Captain Vernon’s name
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fell upon her ear. She stood by the chair in which she
had been sitting and held by the back of it for support.
Had her life depended upon it, she could not have faced,
calmly, the discovery that was to follow. What fatality
had brought Aim here? Had he come to seek her at
Eden Lodge; and if he had come with that purpose by
what means had he discovered her place of refuge? As
she stood by the chair, the statues that at that moment
stared through the darkness in the park at Framleigh
were not more pallid than she. As she stood there, lean-
ing for support against the chair and wall, she gave no
evidence of life or animation. Only the dull stare of ex-
pectation was in her eyes and the sense of her helplessness
in her heart. o

They were coming toward the parlor-door. Mrs. Arn-
cliffe could hear them distinctly. Her mind was as strong
to think and act_as though no shock had been given to her
by the arrival of Captain Vernon, but her body was inca-
pable of motion and refused to obey its functions.

She saw with a helpless despair the glancing lights borne
by the servant who was bringing them into the drawing-
room. She heard their steps at the door and Ais voice
speaking to Lady Eden. Now they were in the parlor, and
behind them she could see the servant with the lights.

Captain Vernon looked around as he entered, and he saw
the indistinét figure of Mrs, Arncliffe standing against the
wall. He could not distinguish her features; but he could
not be mistaken. It was she.

Sir John and Lady Eden had moved toward the fireplace
and the latter was about sitting down.

In that moment Captain Vernon had advanced to Mrs.
Arncliffe for the purpose of speaking to her; but, as he ap-
proached her with a smile upon his lip, he paused at the
sight of her colorless face.
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The lights were upon the table now, and she was staring
at him with the fixedness of a woman in a dream.

As he came near enough to touch her, he took her hand
and said to her gently, “ You are unwell, Mrs. Arncliffe.
Shall I call Lady Eden ?”

“Yes, yes! Call Lady Eden, and leave me, Captain
Vernon.”

In a moment, at a word from Captain Vernon, Lady
Eden and Sir John were at her side. Lady Eden’s arm
was around her waist, and she rested Mrs. Arncliffe’s head
upon her shoulder.

“Tell me what troubles you? You are not well, my
dear Bertha,” she said.

“Oh, take me away, Laura,” she whispered. “I am fool-
ish, I know; but I am not well enough to remain. A sud-
den sickness—a spasm—I will be better soon. But take
me away !”

Her head rested wearily upon her friend’s shoulder and
her eyes closed until the pale lids covered them. Lady
Eden supported her to a chair and sat her down in it.
Then water was brought, and Captain Vernon, leaning
over her, held the glass to her lips that she might drink.

Lady Eden and Sir John, standing a little to one side,
consulted upon the propriety of sending for the doctor.
Captain Vernon was still bending over Mrs. Arncliffe. His.
- face was concealed from the gaze of his host and hostess
and he was looking down upon her pale cheeks and closed
eyes. As he gazed at her, he saw her lips moving in speech.
The words that she uttered came as faintly to his ears as
words spoken in a dream.

“The fault is not mine!” she murmured, “not mine!”
He looked up for an instant. Sir John and Lady Eden
were still standing before the fire and speaking in a low
tone. Their backs were turned to him. Mrs. Arncliffe’s
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hand was lying upon the arm of the chair in which she was
seated. He lifted it to his lips and then replaced it on its
resting-place. As he did this consciousness seemed to re-
turn to her, and she looked up for a moment to see Captain
Vernon bending over her and to note, in his dark eyes, the
same earnest meaning they had borne on the day of their
first meeting and when he had stood before her shutting
out the light on that October afternoon.

That look recalled her to herself. She had not thought
of Captain Vernon holding the glass to her lips whilst she
drank. . She had not thought of him holding her hand for
an instant in his. Was it be, or was it Lady Eden? she
thought.

In the doubt that came with that thought the paleness
left her, and in the shame that that doubt engendered she
hid her face in her hands and colored deeply.

“I thank you, Captain Vernon,” she said, speaking with
her hand before her face—*I thank you for the sympathy
you have shown for my weakness; but I will not tax you
longer now. I am much better. Leave me to myself.”

Sir John and Lady Eden were still undecided. Still
speaking together, earnestly, and gazing into the fire.

Captain Vernon noted this with a brief look and spoke
to Mrs. Amncliffe. “I rode out to Framleigh this morn-
ing,” he said, “and found that you had gone—whither, no
one knew. When I returned to Alderley I met Sir John
and he told me that you were here.”

There was not much in these words, but there was every-
thing in the tone in which they were spoken. There was
everything, teo, in the look that accompanied them.

“And you came to £den Lodge because”—she checked
herself. She was about to say, “ because I was here ?”

The words had come from her almost unconsciously.
She fqrgot, in that brief moment, that she was a wife, and

11
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she only remembered that the man who was speaking to
her was he whom she loved.

Captain Vernon was about to answer—about, possibly,
to utter that which might never be recalled; but Lady
Eden had turned and was looking toward them. Captain
Vernon understood her look and answered it.

“ Mrs. Arncliffe has quite recovered. She is much better.
now, Lady Eden.”

Then the baronet and Lady Eden came to her side, and
Sir John congratulated her on her recovery from her tem-
porary illness.

“It is well that you recovered so soon, Mrs. Arncliffe”
he said with his pleasant smile, *for, otherwise, we should
have had the grimmest doctor in the country around to
attend upon you. But Captain Vernon’s skill seems to
have sufficed.” )

Mrs. Arncliffe lifted her eyes to his face and smiled
faintly. “I am indebted to Captain Vernon for the interest
he has taken in my recovery, Sir John,” she said, “ and I
am glad that you did not send for the doctor. For, had
he come, it would have been a useless trouble to him.”

Captain Vernon had moved away from her chair when
Sir John and Lady Eden approached, and he was thinking
of her words. Had she guessed his intention in coming to
Eden Lodge? Did she believe that he had sought her?

Mrs. Arncliffe had risen from her chair and was speaking
to Lady Eden. “Laura,” she said, “I must ask that youn
and Sir John permit me to retire. I do not feel well
enough to indulge in conversation to-night. To-morrow I
will be better able to meet you, my kind friends—and Cap-
tain Vernon.” She glanced slightly at the Captain as she
spoke, and her eyes sought the floor as she noticed the look
with which he observed her. For she read in his face
something that she had never seen there before—something
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of the feeling he had never uttered in words bat whxch
dwelt in his heart for her.

“I think, Bertha,” said Lady Eden in answer to her re-
mark, “that you had better retire. To-morrow you will
feel well again. Come with me.”

Sir John opened the door as the ladies moved toward it.
Captain Vernon, standing by his side, bowed as they passed
him, and, as Mrs. Arncliffe turned to the door to speak to
her host, he gazed at her for an instant.

Mrs. Arncliffe observed this gaze and understood it. It
was a sudden look that speaks from the eyes with a mean-
ing more eloquent than words. It was a look that bears
with it the knowledge that he, or she, upon whom it falls,
is beloved.

Standing in the doorway, for a moment, she blushed, to
the baronet’s great surprise and bowed a good-night.
Then, the closing deor shut her from Captain Vernon’s
sight.

8ir John, walking to the fire, spoke to his guest of Mrs,
Arncliffe.

“The most impressible creature that ever lived, I do be-
lieve, Captain Vernon! Did you notice how she blushed a
moment ago as she stood at the door? And for nothing
at all! I often tell Lady Eden that she is a subject for
study; but I think her friend is & greater enigma.” And
then he laughed his cheerful laugh and sat down before
the fire. _

Sitting with his host before the fire in the drawing-room
of Eden Lodge, and indulging in the platitudes of society
talk, Captain Vernon saw the hours passing away. An-
swering Sir John’s questions as pleasantly as they were
asked him; narrating experiences of that wild life that was
his in the jungles of India when he was “ of* her Majesty’s
service ;” seeking to drown, in the zest of converration, o
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recollection of what he was and the thought of the impas-
sable barrier that lay between him and the woman whom
he loved, before his mind rose, with a ceaseless persistency,
the question that already exercised the good people of
Alderley, when speaking about him: What will come of
it? And what, too, would come of Monsieur Raphael and
his threats ?

The tinkle of the silver bell in the clock on the mantel-
piece caused the baronet to look up. “Twelve o’clock, I
declare!” he said.

“I did not think it was so late,” remarked Captain Vernon.

“Nor 1,” answered Sir John, adding, “I must beg par-
don for keeping you from that rest you must so much
need ; but your description of that tiger-hunt and those
camp-scenes was so interesting that I quite forgot the time.
Come, let us go, and I will show you your room.”

And then the two men, thus thrown so strangely to-
gether once more, went out of the parlor, Sir John leading
the way to the guest’s chamber.

The servant in the hall followed them with lights, and
Sir John, standing at the head of the stairs, indicated
Captain Vernon’s room to him, and, waving him “good-
night,” sought his own apartment. And then quiet came
to the home at Eden Lodge. Quiet to Sir John and Lady
Eden, slumbering peacefully. Quiet to the little form
nestling beneath the warm covering in the crib with the

‘waning fire falling upon its face. Quiet to the house-

hold, sleeping in man-servant’s rooms and in maid-ser-
vant’s rooms. But no quiet to those two, guests of the
family, whom destiny had again brought together—no
quiet to Captain Vernon pacing the floor of his room until
the early cock had sounded his welcome to the day, and
none to Mrs. Arncliffe weeping, with her face buried in the
pillows, as the night wore on.
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CHAPTER XX.

THE FIRST STEP IN THE FULFILMENT OF CAPTAIN VERNON’S
DESTINY. )

N the family met at breakfast, in the morning, it

was noticeable that Mrs. Arncliffe’s cheek was paler

than usual. Her eyes, too, were inflamed, and, on a ques-

tion from Lady Eden, she said that she had slept feverishly
on the previous night.

Captain Vernon spoke but little. The conversation was
chiefly carried on by Sir John, who spoke upon the sub-
jects that had been broached, in conversation with Captain
Vernon, on the night before.

When the breakfast was over, the baronet proposed that
he and the Captain should ride over the grounds. )

It was a pleasant day. The sun shone out cheerily and
the broad acres that were Sir John’s stretched away to the
right and to the left. Captain Vernon and the baronet
rode until past noon. Then the latter proposed that they
should return. .

Riding back to the house, the gentlemen went into the
library.

Sir John had some writing to attend to—something con-
nectel with his magistracy—would Captain Vernon excuse
him for a little while? Certainly. Where were the ladies ?
The ladies were in the conservatory, the servant said—at
least they were there a few moments ago. Then would
Captain Vernon repair thither and join them? With pleas-
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ure. Captain Vernon hoped that Sir John would not has-
ten his writing on his account.” He would join the ladies in
. the conservatory.

" And then he left the baronet in the library, writing, and
.went out to enter upon the first step of his destmy.

The little covered passage connecting the main building
with the conservatory was passed and Captain Vernon
had gained the entrance to the latter. His hand was on
the glass door to open it, when, throngh the panes, he saw
Mrs. Arncliffe advancing toward him. She was walking
slowly and with her eyes fixed upon the ground; and, in
her hand, she held a bunch of flowers she had gathered.

Captain Vernon, opening the door and closing it so as
not to attract her attention, walked in the direction from
which she was coming. She did not hear his footsteps,
and she was aroused only when his voice fell upon her ear.
He had looked around and had seen that Lady Eden was
not present.

"“Pardon me, Mrs. Arncliffe,” he said. *I was not aware
that you were alone. 1 had expected to find Lady Eden
with you.”

She lifted her eyes quickly. There was an irresolute
look upon her face—a look that seemed to Captain Vernon
to indicate an unwillingness to meet him. But in a mo-
ment this, and the slight blush that had accompanied it,
passed away, and she.answered, “Lady Eden was here a
moment ago, but she has gone into the house. I am sur-
prised that you did not meet her.”

Plucking nervously at. the flowers, she watched tke
leaves as they fell at her feet.

The irresolute expression was still upon her face, ana
when she looked up again it was to gaze toward the door
of the passage leading toward the house,

Captain Vernon’s mind reverted to the first expression .
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of irresolution that had come upon her when he appeared
before her and he could see plainly that she did not wish
to remain with him in the conservatory. Why was this?
Had she detected, in his manner, anything that would lead
her to suspect the truth?

Whatever might have been her feelings on the subject,
it was a part of the task he had marked out for himself
that. she should remain. He had sought this interview
with a purpose. When he left Sir John in the library
writing, and came into the conservatory to seek Mrs. Arn-
cliffe and her friend, he had done so trusting to the chance
that might bring with it an interview, alone, with her.

The vision of the pale, suffering face above which he had
bent in the parlor on the previous night, holding the glass
to the parted lips, had haunted him through his long hours
of walking. The memory of his wrong life—made wrong,
as he thought, because of the absence of the love of one
woman in whom he might have trusted, and who might
have held him to good resolutions by the exercise of pa-
tience and forbearance—had risen before him in those
hours and had brought with it a greater devotion for her
who had come, when too late, to fix herself upon his heart.
And, in those hours, the resolve that he had made was to
seek her on the morrow and to reveal his passion to her.
Not that he expected his love would be returned. Not -
that he thought those blue eyes, whereof the glances were
dearer to him than all else, would lighten at the avowal
that he would make. Not that he believed she ever
thought of him or cared for him. But he wished to bow
before her in expiation for the evil he had harbored against
her, and, in crushing his pride in making the useless con-
fession, to feel that he had atoned, in a measure, for the
past arrogance and recklessness of his misspent life.

The ground at Mrs, Arncliffe’s side was strewn with the
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flowers that she had plucked to pieces. Just behind her
was a rustic bench with a back formed of a gnarled and
twisted vine. Looking around him, Captain Vernon no-
ticed this bench, and, drawing it nearer to her, said to her,
“ Will you not rest yourself, Mrs. Arncliffe? You must be
fatigned with standing.”

Had she followed her impulse she would have begged
him to excuse her and would have left him to rejoin Lady
Eden in the house. But the earnest tone and the look that
came from the dark eyes decided her. She threw the last
flower from her and sat down. She had wished to avoid a
conversation with Captain Vernon. She had wished never
to be with him save when the family were present; and
now she felt that her resolve was useless. Would that
Lady Eden would return! she thought.

Leaning upon the back of the bench, as he had leaned
above her chair when that strange sickness came over her,
Captain Vernon, his mind filled with his purpose, dispensed
with the usual flippant preludes and commenced the con-
versation that was to decide his destiny. ‘

“ When you left Framleigh, Mrs. Arncliffe, why did you
leave no word as to your destination? When I went there
yesterday morning I found that you had gone and could
gain no knowledge of whither you had gone.”

¢ left Framleigh suddenly and did not deem it neces-
sary to mention my destination. Lady Eden has frequently
asked me to visit her and I came here to spend a few
weeks with her. I am surprised, sir, that this should in-
terest you.”

“T ask this because I wish to say to you that you did
your friends an injustice in leaving them in ignorance of
your destination and of the time of your return.”

¢ Injustice, Captain Vernon ?”

Her back was turned to him, and her face was concealed
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from him as she spoke; and he could not, therefore, see
the color deepening upon her cheeks. What was he about
to say to her ? she thought.

“Yes, Mrs. Arncliffe. When I went there yesterday,
I felt that you had been unjust,” replied Captain Vernon.

She rose from her seat suddenly and said, “ You must
pardon me, sir, if I leave you now. Lady Eden expects me.”

She had made a step toward the door, when she felt his
hand placed lightly upon her shoulder. * Mrs. Arncliffe,”
he said, almost supplicatingly.

She hesitated for a moment, and then, with the same air
of irresolution with which she had greeted his entrance, sat
down again.

Without looking at him, she leaned her cheek upon her
hand and waited for him to speak.

Still bending over her, he studied, for a little while, the
other hand holding the back of the bench tightly ; the fair
hair falling from the white forehead upon the whiter neck ;
the arm that the falling sleecve left half revealed. In his
heart ensued a conflict between his great love and his
sense of the unhappiness that was hers, which, he feared,
would be increased by an avowal of that love. But he had
staked his last hope of happiness upon his purpose, and
this purpose he obstinately—madly—pursued.

“ Mrs. Arncliffe,” he went on, gently, to say, “ you will
not think strangely of me when I tell you why I thought
you cruel in leaving Framleigh as you did. The world
may have been careless; the false, hollow world, which
has no sympathy with what is good ; and it may have
gone its way, and given no thought to you. But I, Mrs.
Arncliffe, went there with no carcless feeling. I sought
Framleigh, not to fulfil a duty that society imposes, but to
forget for a moment what I was and what I had been.
Are you listening, Mrs. Arncliffe ?”

11*
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¢« Yes, Captain Vernon, I am listening, but—I do not un-
derstand you. I cannot understand why you should seek
Framleigh, above other places, to forget what you have
been and wliat you are.”

“] went there because, when with you, I heard words of
sympathy that I had never heard before ; because the past
seemed less dark to me and the future less hopeless; be-
cause I had dreams in your presence of a happiness I had
never known.”

She again made a motion as though she were about to
rise. - For again across her mind swept the fear that Cap-
tain Vernon was about to utter that which he should not
utter and to which she should not listen. His hand was
upon her shoulder once more, and he was gently holding
her in her place. .

“ Hear me a little longer, Mrs. Arncliffe,” he said, “ and
then you may leave me.”

“ Go on, Captain Vernon, I will listen to you.”

“ When a mdn has gone through life unloving and un-
loved, and when, right or wrong, he has suffered and has
been unhappy, if he shounld discover, even when too late,
one who might have changed his nature had his destiny so
willed it, can any blame attach to him if, in regretting the
obstacles that hold him from that person, he should still
follow her and linger near her ?”

“No. If it be not wrong to do this, no blame can at-
tach to him for doing it,” she answered, obstinately refus-
ing to understand the meaning of his words.

“8o is it with me. My life has never been cheered by
the smile of one who loved me; if I except my mother,
who died before I had learned to appreciate her as I should
have done; my hopes have been blasted, one by one, as
the years have passed on. I will not say that I was blame-
less in this. I will not say what effect was produced upon
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my nature by the opposition and hate of my fellows. I
will not attempt to disguise the fact that I was hasty and
prone to quarrel; but I only know that all opposed and
persecuted me and that none sought to befriend me.” -

Her hand crept from her cheek to her eyes and hid them.
She spoke in a low and trembling tone when she answered
him. :

“I believe that you have suffered, Captain Vernon.
But I believe that your unhappiness has arisen from a false
estimate you have placed upon the actions of those around -
you, which has induced you to distrust them. Oh, how
much better it would have been for you had your good
mother—for I know that she was good—lived to advise
you and love you!”

“Yes, a hundred times better! for then I know that my
nature would have been changed! Changed, so that what
has come to me would never have come! Changed, so
that I might have been happy in the love of the onmly °
woman whom I have ever loved, Mrs. Arncliffe!”

“That woman—the only woman whom you have ever
loved—why do you not seek her? Why do you not tell
her of that love, and forget, in a love returned, whatever
has power to oppress you ?”

She spoke these words rashly. She wished to impress
Captain Vernon with the belief that she saw no meaning in
his language and to deter him, by the exhibition of frank-
ness, from declaring any love that he might have for her.

“«If I were to go to her and tell her of this love, Mrs.
Arncliffe, she would spurn me. Because in doing that I
would be doing her injustice. She is beyond iny reach,
and I can only curse the guilty love I feel!”

“ Then—forget her—Captain Vernon. For the sake of
both, forget her!”

“Forget her? never! Leave her, it may be to hate me
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for this avowal! Leave her, to go back to the old life that
was mine before I knew her and loved her! Leave her,
with the tears of shame upon her cheek for what I say to
her now ; but never forget her!”

She had risen, and as she stood before him the tears were
indeed upon her cheek for the words he had spoken and
the flush of shame reddened her face. He was still holding
her hand. She had sought to withdraw it from his clasp,
but he held it nevertheless, gently, but with a strength that
she could not overcome.

“Release me, Captain Vernon!” she said. “You have
spokeén thosé words to me that you should not have spoken.
Release me, sir, and let me go!”

“Forgive me for what I have said, Mrs. Arncliffe. Let
me know that I carry away with me forgiveness for the
wrong that I have done you.”

He could not see the struggle that was going on in her
heart at that moment. He could not know how great was
the victory which, in that moment, she had achieved.
There was no look upon her face to give him hope—there
was no sound in her voice to indicute the struggle through
which she was passing. But firmly, and with womanly
modesty, she answered him.

“This is unmanly, sir!” she said. “I have given you
no cause to address me as you have done! You have for-
gotten who I am, and you have put the first affront upon
me that I have ever received !”

The hand he held in his fell suddenly to her side, and
she turned from him and moved toward the door. Captain
Vernon, speaking to her, checked her steps for a moment.

“Bertha! Let my wrong be my punishment! Let me not
go away from you, never to see you more, without your for-
giveness! I must know that you have forgiven me! I can
not live with your hatred crushing me lower than I am!”

’f
|
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“The forgiveness you ask I cannot grant now, Captain
Vernon. When you shall have ceased pursuing me, and
when you shall comprehend the respect that my position as
Mr. Arncliffe’s wife demands at your hands, I may forgive
you. Until then, if we meet, we must meet as stran:
gers.” )

The long struggle was over and the victory was gained.
Leaving him with a deathly whiteness upon his face, and
humiliated by the thought that, in avowing his guilty love
to her, he had driven her from his presence, she walked
rapidly to the door. She did not look behind her. In the
triumph which she had achieved over her nature she trem-
bled lest a word or a look might betray her true feelings
to the man from whom she had parted. There was but
one thought in her mind—to gain her room unperceived by
the household and to weep at that bitter necessity that
compelled her to reproach him for language which, had it
been uttered to her under other circumstances and with no
sense of wrong attached to it, she would have welcomed
with tears of joy.

Captain Vernon, still with that pallor apon him which
was almost that of death, looked at her retreating form
until the darkness of the passage hid her from his sight.
Then he sat down upon the bench that she had just left
and held a long self-communion. With a dreadful fire con-
suming him he gave himself to thought. ’

What. was left to him to do now? Should he remain at
Eden Lodge, unsuspected of Sir John and Lady Eden,
wearing a mask to them, but an object of aversion to the
woman whom he loved and who hated him for what he
had said to her? Should he go through the dreary cere-
monials of society with Mrs. Arncliffe and bear about with
him in her presence the unspoken scorn which, in her good-
ness, she had failed to speak? Or should he leave her, and
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never again approach her—never again anger her with his
presence?

Yes; better that than to meet her unforgiving and un-
loving eyes—eyes wet, perchance, with a new sorrow for
the secret which from that day should be dead to both of
them! Better his old home; his for a little longer; better
the house in Balfour-street w1t.h all its solemn mysteries;
with all the dangers that menaced him lurking about it;
with all its monitors of death, its dust and its decay ! .

He rose from his seat abruptly and sought Sir John, still
writing in the library. His host was alone, Lady Eden
being in her room and Mrs. Arncliffe in hers. In a few
words the baronet was made aware of his intention to re-

“turn to Alderley. Something that he had forgotten until
that moment, something connected with a friend whom he
expected to meet there on his arrival, caused him to depart
thus abruptly from Eden Lodge—would Sir John pardon
him if he left in such seeming haste ?

With his old smile the baronet said that he regretted
Captain Vernon’s determination. He regretted that the
necessity should exist for his departure. Whilst he could
put no obstacle in the way of his going, however, might he
hope that Captain Vernon would return to Eden Lodge, so
soon as the necessity that foroed him to léave it had passed
away?

Certainly; if it were possxble for Captain Vernon to do
80, he would return. 'Would not Captain Vernon wait for
dinner? No, he must go now—the matter needed haste.
His friend would probably arrive in Alderley by the night-
train. . He must be there to receive him. He hoped that
Sir John would present his farewells to Lady Eden and to
Mrs. Arncliffe and would be the bearer of his apologies for
his hasty return to Alderley.

Black Dick stood at the door awaiting his rider. On his
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way to the library, after his interview with Mrs. Arncliffe,
Captain Vernon had ordered the groom to have him in
readiness for him, and so he was not delayed in his depar-
ture. Bidding Sir John good-bye, he mounted the horse
and rode rapidly down the avenue.

Motionless for a moment, at the lodge, whilst the park- -
gates were being unfastened, did he look back toward the

_house; and if he did, did he see aught to bring reproaches
" to himself for what he had done? \

Possibly. For what he saw, as he looked back, was the
form that he knew and loved so well, standing at the win-
dow of her chamber, and gazing at him through her tears.

The great gate clanged behind him, and he was again on
the road to Alderley. But now there was no anticipation 1
of coming happiness in his mind. Now there was no
thought of the joy of once more meeting her whom he
loved. - But in its stead were self-reproaches and self-hatred
for the words that he had spoken, and which might never
more be recalled.

And so was it that Captain Horace Vernon, late of her
Majesty’s service, rode away from Eden Lodge to enter
upon the second step of his destiny.
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CHAPTER XXIL

ON THE WATCH.

IN common with the rest of Alderley, Mr. Creech has
been in a state of doubt and uncertainty during the
time of Captain Vernon’s absence from the house in
Balfour-street ; and he passes that time in self-questlonmgs
as to what that absence will result in. The morning
hours find him looking out listlessly, and studying, brick
by brick, the masonry of the old house. He feels certain
that the mystery who inhabits it has not yet returned from
that visit to Eden Lodge, whereof all Alderley is ringing.
He feels certain of this, because at no time has he been
absent from his post of observation, during the hours of the
day at the glass door of his shop, and during the hours of
the night at the window of his sleeping apartment. He is
also confident that the old man—the companion of him
who dwells in the house over the way—has not been out
on the streets since Captain Vernon’s departure. If asked
why he is confident of this, he will probably answer that
he has been on the watch and he hasn’t seen him go in or
out under the lion’s head in all that time. This, however,
18 a matter of speculation and surmise.

Certam it is, though, that up to twilight on the night of
the second day of Captain Vernon’s absence, no evidences
of his return have met the eye of the little tobacconist,
sitting at his nightly window, watching and waiting.

The street 18 well-nigh deserted. The larger portion of
Alderley at this hour is gathered about snug fires, chatting
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comfortably over the events of the day, and not a few of
them wondering : What will come of it ?

The smoke from hundreds of chimneys, joining the
gathering shadows of night, hangs like a curtain above
Alderley ; and through this veil the lamps glimmer and
twinkle in a weak and uncertain way.

Not so weak, though, but that Mr. Creech, leaning his
head against the casement of the window and looking out
vacantly into the smoke and shadow, can see something to
reward his long hours of laborious vigil !

What is it ?

Creeping up the street guiltily, and w1th cautious steps,
he sees the figure of a man advancing toward the house in
Balfour-street. Is there anything remarkable about this
figure thus creeping up? Is there anything to cause Mr.
Creech to reflect, in the long cloak, and in the slim, lithe
figure of the man himself?-

There is a lamp immediately opposite the tobacconist’s
shop. The figure has reached this lamp, and is standing
under it and is looking up (curiously, it seems to the
watcher,) at the windows of the old house. Mr. Creech
rubs his eyes, and blows with his breath upon the window
near which he is sitting, and wipes the moisture away with
his sleeve and looks out eagerly. He will not be certain—
he is not certain of anything in these later days—but he is
willing to wager high that he has once before seen the man
who stands under the gas-light.

Not that he can tell this by the stranger’s features, for
he cannot see his face, concedled as it is by the slouched
hat and the shawl wrapped about his neck. But unless he
is mnuch mistaken, he has seen that cloak before.

Yes; he has it now! The cloaked mystery that stole
away from the old house, when he was aroused from sleep
by the closing of the door!




o8 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET.

Mr. Creech is all eagerness and watchful anxiety now.
He sees the mystery that the old house conceals gathering
darker and darker around him and carrying him with it to
the end! And he sees, with an affrighted curiosity, the
cloaked figure come from under the light and cross the
street and stand in the shadow of -the Mandarin before his
own door. What next? Staring down on him from his
dark room, the tobacconist sees him light a match against
the Mandarin’s leg and hold it to his lips. He is about to
smoke. Not a cigar, nor a pipe, but a cigarette. A for-
eigner, now, he’ll be sworn! Whatever doubt he may
have had before, as to whether the man whom he saw on
that eventful night, sitting and talking with Captain Ver-
non in the old house, were really a foreigner, is dispelled
now. The cigarette has decided the matter.

The figure on the pavement below, standing in the
shadow of the Mandarin, smokes and stares for a half-hour
at the house over the way. The tobacconist, alert and
watchful, from his post at the window stares for a half-
hour at him.

In this lapse of time the darkness has gathered more
deeply and the smoke has joined it more visibly, and, to-
gether, they cover Alderley with a dense curtain. No
man is abroad now. No man in Balfour-street save the
cloaked mystery, staring at the house over the way and
patiently waiting,

Waiting for what? .

What sound is that which strikes the ear of the little
tobacconist and that of the figure leaning against the Man-
darin? ‘What sound is it that has the power to cause them .
both to lean simultaneously forward—the man below out .
of the shadow and the man above with. his face thrust to
the extreme limit of the window—and to gaze in the direo
tion from which it proceeds ?
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[t is the echo of footfalls, ringing out angrily on the quiet
tht and coming toward the house in Balfour-street from
» direction of thé stables.

T'he few moments that pass seem like hours to the tobac-
iist. How do they seem to the man below ?

Looking in the direction from which comes the sound of
1 invisible heel upon the pavement, the tobacconist sees,
erging out of the smoke and the darkness and walking
o the circle of light that falls from the lamp, & form that
28 not require a second look to establish its identity. A
m, vast and towering and with angry, gesticulating
yds. The form of Captain Horace Vernon, late of her
jesty’s service.

.n the quick glance that he gives below, after satisfying
aself of this, Mr. Creech sees the man upon the pave-
nt draw farther back into the shadow and throw his
arette upon the pavement and stamp it out. He does
: wish to be seen by the man who has just appeared upon
: scene, the little tobadconist thinks.

No time for surmises now ! ‘
Captain Vernon has walked out of the circle of light and
tanding before the door of the old house. His hand is
»n the knocker ; but he hesitates to raise it.

All this the little tobacconist can see in the uncertain
bt that comes from the lamp ; and of all this, too, the man
ow is witness, '

staring down with trembling eagerness, Mr. Creech
its for what is to follow. Will Captain Vernon arouse
rold man in the house, and will he pass under the lion’s
Wd? No! He has dropped the knocker and has turned
ay from the door. He stands for a moment, a shadow
uinst the darker shadow of the opposite wall, and then
Iks away in the direction from which he has come. The
n below, peering out of his place of concealment, follows
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him with his eye. The tobacconist above observes them
both.

Captain Vernon has passed again under the lamp, and
his form is again becoming indistinct in the night. The
sound of his footfall becomes fainter, but he is not so far
off but that the tobacconist can see his hand raised heaven-
ward and threatening the stars.

But what of the man below ?

He, too, is moving. He has crossed the street and is
following Captain Vernon. But no sound of footfalls
comes to the tobacconist’s ear as he walks. If Mr. Creech
were asked to describe his manner of walking at this-me-
ment he feels certain that he would describe him as walk-
ing on his toes. He does not walk boldly, either. Rather
does he court the obscurity of the houses and the shadow
of the walls. Creeping cautiously, not too fast to overtake
the man ahead of him, and not so slow as to lose sight of
him, the tobacconist sees him, too, pass under the lamp
and into the gloom beyond.

Then, as though a voice were calling upon him to follow,
Mr. Creech moves away from the window and gropes down
the stairs and goes into the street. He forgets his great-
coat, and the cold air chills him. But his thoughts are
elsewhere in that moment. They are with Captain Vernon
passing, a square away, under the lamp at the corner; with
the cloaked figure cautiously following him.

He turns the key in the door, buttons his coat about
him, and then moves silently behind the man who had
been watching and waiting in the shadow of the Man-
darin. :

Now what shall the little tobacconist see ?

If he have not a stout heart in his bosom, and if he be
not a bold enough man to look death calmly in the face, let
him go back!
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CHAPTER XXIL
HOW THE BELLS WERE SET A-RINGING.

HEN Captain Vernon stood with his hand upon the
knocker of the front door of the house in Balfour-
street—after having left Black Dick at the stables—his
mind was still agitated at the thought of what had oc-
curred between Mrs. Arncliffe and himself on that morning.
This mental agitation expressed itself in the gesticulations
which Mr. Creech at his window, and the cloaked figure
upon the pavement, had witnessed.

In the brief moment that Captain Vernon had stood be-
fore the door, he had resolved that he would not call down
Mary Agnes to open it and let him in. In his angry mood
the quiet that reigned in the old house was hateful to him.
He felt that he could not sit quietly in his room and listen
to the monotonous sound of the town-clock as it rang out
the hours of the night. In his passionate humor he must
have action. Inaction would be torture to him—he must
walk until the feelings that swayed him had passed away.
And this was why he had dropped the knocker and had
walked hastily from the old house, a8 witnessed by the two
men who were watching his movements.

‘When he went down the street—followed stealthily by
the man in the cloak, who was followed in turn by the to-
bacconist—he had no definite purpose in his mind as to
his course. The quiet night—so strangely at variance with
the tumalt in his own mind—Ilured him to walk his passion
into forgetfulness, Under the impulse of movement he
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‘might find that calm which could not come to him in the
desolate quiet of his room.

He met no one in the streets as he went on. If he saw
an occasional policeman, it was to find him coiled up in a
doorway and cowering for protection against the cold. If
an occasional light fell across his path—other than that
from the street-lamps—it came drearily from the recess of
some shop in which the shopman sat drowsily at his desk
balancing his day’s accounts.

Passing the stables on his way he found them closed.
Passing the Knight and Dragon he heard from the little
back parlor proceed a boisterous merriment. Clenching

- his fist angrily he hastened away and left the inn behind
him. The sound of the human voice was hateful to him—
doubly hateful to him, now that his last hope of happiness
was lost.

The darkness closed around him, but not so closely but
that his form was visible to those who followed him.
Whilst his footfall sounded heavily upon the pavement,
the echo of theirs was inaudible. The man in the cloak
did not look behind him. Had he done so, however, he
could scarcely have seen the little tobacconist skirting the
houses as cautiously as he did himself.

Captain Vernon, wrapped in his sombre meditations,
threaded the streets with an impetuous haste. He was
staring throngh the gloom.before him and he gave no
thought of what was behind him. His mind was dwelling
on what had come of his wayward, reckless life which,
wanting the love of the woman whom he had that day, af-
fronted, he felt, now, was doomed indeed. Did the earth,
on all its broad surface, hold to-night that which could save
him now? Was there aught for which he could live? No!
He was outlawed from /er as he had been outlawed for
years from his fellow-man. Outlawed from her by his own
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word and answerable to himself alone for what had come’
to him. '

The horizon upon which his eye was fixed broke sud-
denly upon him with a pale irruption of light. - He looked
around him. In the passion of his thoughts he had left the
streets of the town unaware and was now in the road that
led to the great city. The trees on the roadside waved
their dead branches toward him with a warning movement
as the wind swept through them. Afar off, upon the high-
way, other trees, intervening between himself and the
glare that arose from London, drew ghastly outlines of
knotted trunks and leafless branches against the lurid sky.
But did that solemn dawn reveal no more to him than the
trees upon the roadside ?

As if in a strange vision he saw—a mile away—the
house that was consecrated to ker presence—the house
whereof the dull stone and mortar had claims upon his
reverence. Fixed against the pallid sky, with every outline
faintly drawn, the great house rose between him and the
distant light.

The crisp road crackled under his feet as he moved on
with no thought of halting. But behind him came no to-
ken of pursuit as the two men crept guiltily after him in
the shadow of the hedge.

He was passing the park of Framleigh now. In a little
while he would be past the gate-keeper’s lodge, and going
—where ?

The gates were reached, and just beyond was the lodge.
Through the window a cheerful stream of light came out
into the night and fell upon the hedge opposite. The gate-
keeper was sitting up, apparently. ’

Captain Vernon turned from the middle of the road and
approached the window and looked in. Sure enough, the
gate-keeper was there with an old gossip and was chatting
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before the fire with a pipe in his mouth and a pot of ale on
the table between him and his friend.

There was a fuiet comfort about the scene that held
Captain Vernon for a moment at the window to look upon
them. The gate-keeper was puffing away and was making
rings upon the table with his tankard; and the gossip was
puffing, too, and looking thoughtfully into the fire.

Captain Vernon made a step backward. He was about
moving off; bat he heard the gate-keeper say that which
checked him. He heard the man speak the name of him
who was lord of Framleigh and of all that it contained
He stopped to listen. Placing his face near the window,
he stood motionless. The two men in the lodge had evi-
dently been conversing when he first came up and were
about to renew the conversation. What—thought Cap-
tain Vernon—what about Mr. Arncliffe ?

The gate-keeper was speaking. “Mr. Amcliffe,” he said
(and this is what Captain Vernon had overheard),—“Mr.
Arncliffe always was a pecooliar man. What I’d call a ec-
centric man.”

“ A little queerish ?” questioned his gossip, holding his
tankard to his lips, and looking over its rim from the cor
ner of his eye.

“No, Stephen ; not a little queerish. There never was &
Arncliffe as was queerish. It aint in ’em, Stephen. Pe-
eooliar is the word as I used.”

“Ah! That’s what you said. Peoooliar.”

“When I say ‘pecooliar, I mean for to say that Mr.
Arncliffe aint like other men. If he was like other men, he
wouldn’t be a Arncliffe, Stephen. There never was a Am-
cliffe as took after other men. And that’s why I say Mr.
Arncliffe is pecooliar.” 1

“True for you,” responded the gossip, putting down his
tankard and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
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- *'What makes Mr. Arncliffe so pecooliar,” continued the
gate-keeper, “is because you never know when to take him.
He’s a proud man, is Mr. Arncliffe, and don’t say nothink
to anybody, %e don’t. He comes and goes from Framleigh
when you don’t expect him, ke does. 'When he come down
this evening from Lunnun, nobody was expecting of him.
I heard somebody a-tapping at my window there, and when
I went out to look, who should it be but the master him-
self, sitting there on his horse and saying in his quiet way,
¢ Open the gate, Martin, and let me in.””

“Bless us! That was pecooliar I”

Captain Vernon, standing at the window, heard every
word of this as plainly as if he had been sitting before the
fire himself and talking to the two men. He knew this
much, then—that Mr. Arncliffe had returned to Framleigh.
But what had brought him from London ?

But, hush! the gate-keeper was speaking again.

 Yes, Stephen, there was Mr. Arncliffe as quiet as you
please. It was just like him to come when nobody was ex-
pecting of him. All he had to say to me was to ask me if
they was all well up at the Hall, and then he rode to the
house.”

“Where did he go, Martin, when he went away a half-
hour ago?” queried the gossip.

“I dunno, unless he went down to look at that new
bridge over the Baron’s Grave. He asked me if I had seen
the bridge lately and how it looked.”

“A cold night and a dark night to be going to the
Baron’s Grave—don’t you think so, Martin ?”

“ Colder and darker than I'd ventar’ out in !”

Cold and dark! but not cold enough or dark enough to
deter Captain Vernon, breaking away from the window
hurriedly, from leaving the two men talking before the fire,
and from walking away hastily in the direction of that same

’ 13



266 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-S8TREET.

Baron’s Grave! Cold and dark! but not cold enough or
dark enough to deter the two men, who had been watching
whilst he waited, from following swiftly after him !

The great trees on either side of him, like those other
trees farther on, waved their useless warnings to him. The
candles from the cottages of the tenmantry looked out on
him hastening through the night with no power to urge
him back to the house in Balfour-street. There was no spot
to him that held, around its fireside, the household gods of
home. There was no door to open to him and to shut out,
with its closing, the countless ministers of evil that sur-
rounded his life with blasted hopes and unavailing regrets.

No! Let his destiny—working through all impediments
to one unchangeable end—carry him with it! But let him
make one further effort to redeem himself until, happily,
whatever of destruction lay in the fulfilment of that destiny
might be annulled in the last and greatest sacrifice he would
make in crushing his stubborn pride!

To see Mr. Arncliffe; to speak to him; to tell him who
- he was; to make him aware of that dark mystery of his
life that had brought him into association with Monsieur
Raphael; to do this and to plead to him to aid him with
his influence, was the single hope that remained to him, the
single barrier between him and that dark fature which he
pictured to himself.

He had neared the common which was traversed by the
Baron’s Grave. Slowly after him and with a noiseless
eagerness crept the two men. Following a footpath, he
reached a hedge crossed by a stile. He paused here to rest
himself and sat upon the lowest step. Stopping when he
stopped, the two men behind him, each in his turn, crouched
and waited.

Captain Vernon, sitting there, ran his hand through his
long curling hair and gave himself up to thought. His




THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET. * 267

mind was dwelling upon what had occurred that day at
Eden Lodge and upon the barrier that he had raised be-
tween himself and Mrs. Arncliffe. From thinking of these
things he commenced to speak to himself about them.

“How good she is !” he said tenderly. “How good she
was not to have spoken to me as my guilt deserved!
Hundreds in the same position would have denounced me.
Not that I would have cared for that, because no peril that
I could not have faced would have sprung from it. But
then she was too merciful, too charitable, to revenge herself
for the wrong that I had done.”

Looking away from him in the darkness, he paused for a
little while, and then went on speaking. His tone was that
tone of self-exculpation in which he sometimes spoke. He
was seeking to convince himself that what he had done
would admit of palliation.

“In confessing my love to her, I had no thought of
wronging her. I did not think of her as Mr. Arncliffe’s
wife. I did not reflect upon the barrier that was between
us and which she could never cross but to her dishonor.
But as I looked upon her I saw the woman whom I loved—
the woman whose simplest word of kindness would have
rescued me from myself.”

Still looking fixedly in front of him, still framing new
apologies for his conduct, he continued in what he deemed
his self-justification.

“I do not know that a guilty love consists more in ex:
pressing it than in giving way to it. I do not know that
to love in secret that which we should not love at allis a
less wrong than to avow the love we feel. In loving her I
was but making that confession of my subjection to her
which I felt would be an expiation.”

He was silent again for a space, his head leaning upon
his hand. There was a lingering tenderness in his woice
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when he next spoke, which testified to the remorse with
which he contemplated the story of his life.

“Had my destiny been a different one; had I foreseen
what was to be in those old days when I knew her as a girl;
had I never wandered away from her side or wrought evil
against her; I might to-day have been happy in her love.
But the wrong is mine, and mine must be the penalty.
The sin that I once contemplated and the sin that I caused to
be committed have come back to me, and I feel that hence-
forth T am doomed—doomed !”

He lifted his head to stare again through the night. In
that look his eye fell upon the gaunt trees on the roadside.
The low moaning wind, coming across the common, caused
them to tremble as he looked at them, and beneath its in-
fluence the branches of those nearest him took weird shapes
of spectral hands and fingers, still warning him back to Al-
derley. .Even as he fixed his eye upon them, their move-
ments changed with the changing wind. Now they were
twining arms locked in a loving embrace; now they were
at deadly odds stabbing at each other with phantom knives.
Now they were bending forward and whispering to each
other; now they were erect and pointing, like their fellows,
Away! ’

‘With that fixed stare he contemplated these inanimate
and inarticulate monitors, and in that contemplation the
current of his meditation seemed to change. When he
next spoke, his words bore testimony to another train of
thought, growing out of his remorse.

“For her dear sake, if my appeal to-night be successful,
I will leave this land forever. For her dear sake I will go
away, 80 that my presence will never more bring the blush
of shame to her cheek or the tears of sorrow to her eyes.
‘When I am gone perhaps she will forgive me. When she
feels safe from my persecution, perhaps her lips will speak
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those words which shall declare my forgiveness. When I
am gone she will weep no more.” :

Tears? Were there tears in that man’s eyes, sitting
there with the iron in his nature crumbling to the veriest
dust? Or, did the voice seem broken and tremulous to the
cloaked figure, creeping close to him behind the shadow of
the hedge the better to listen to him ?

“For the sake of charity, Mr. Arncliffe cannot refuse my
appeal. When he shall know how little guilty I have
been; how that dark destiny of mine has ever been be-
tween me and fortune; how, even when I most sought the
right, I was driven to the bad; he will rescue me with his
influence from the degradation in which I am. Upon that
chance depends my future. If it fail me, I shall have
risked all and lost all!”

Kickihg the clods at his feet away from him in the
darkuess, he went on, still changing in the current of his
thoughts. ,

“I wonder where Raphael is to-night. Bad as is his na-
ture, I owe him a debt. I know that he has betrayed me.
I know that for the sake of gold he has done his worst.
Feeling as I do now, and believing him guilty, I could for-
give him, even, for the sake of being at peace with all the
world. Even him, so that in summing up the better re-
solves that she has instilled into my heart I may know
that in my changed condition I am worthy of the unending
love I bear her!”

Was it the wind that stirred the hedge behind him and
which caused him to turn quickly and to look in the direc-
tion whence the sound had come? If it were, it had passed
away as suddenly as it had come; for all was silence there
as he rose to go upon his lonely walk. :

For a moment he stood by the stile, passing his hand
across his brow. For a moment, turning to look back at
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the shadowy fabric of Framleigh and at the warning trees
and the pallid sky. For a moment, pausing to give one
passionate thought to his wrecked hopes, and to the dear
face that he had left that day drowned in tears; and then
he was gone.

‘What time, following upon his track, went on the cloaked
figure. Creeping so silently that it seemed but a moving
shadow cast by some spectre visible only in its shade; so
bent in its cautious progress, that shape it had none, and
no attribute but that of motion; the pursuer followed the
pursued. To be followed in its turn by a trembling uncer-
tain form of a man, irresolutely keeping to a purpose in-
exorably controlling him, and fading away, out of the
whiteness of the road, into the darkness of the common
beyond. \

In the half-hour that elapses after the departure of these
shadows, pursuing and pursued, the silence is broken at in-
tervals by sounds which seem to come from all quarters
and of varied meanings. Sounds of farm-boys, driving cat~
tle into enclosures and whistling at their work. Sounds of
cows lowing and calves bleating, and dogs barking, and
of barnyard fowls disturbed in their roosts and clattering
a8 they settle themselves again. Sounds of a voice, as the
farmer stands in the doorway of the cottage calling to the
boy at the stable to lock the door and make all things fast.
Sounds of an infant crying and of a woman’s voice singing
an old ballad of the sea and coming out into the night
through the open door. Sounds, as the half-hour draws to
its close, of a town-clock striking out of time, and making
haste to tell the hour as if in apology for its mistake,
Sounds, as the full hour of eight comes, of jangling bells
ringing out from Alderley with a confused mixture of notes,
bass and shrill. Sounds, mingling with the rest and sur-
viving them all, of the murmur of the distant city; and
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then, save this last droning hum and the wail of the sough-
ing wind, all is stilL

The silence—so little broken by this far-off hum and this
sighing wind which seem but another phase of it—falls
drearily upon the black common. The sense of movement,
kept in existence by the motive branches of the trees, still
produces those fantastic shapes against the cloudy red
background of the sky; and with their skeleton fingers
pointing in the direction in which the three men have gone,
the old trees seem to wait.

Waiting for what? Patience!

The sense of movement, still at work among the branches,
brings other illusions and other manifestations of being
alert on the part of the trees upon the roadside and of the
trees farther off. These illusions and these manifestations
of being alert present them a8 in the act of leaning toward
each other, still with the phantom fingers pointing to the
Baron’s Grave, still with the long, lean arms stretched out
toward the space beyond ; and to that ghostly pretence of
waiting they seem to add that other ghostly pretence of
listening.

Listening for what? Hush!

Was it a voice calling somewhere in the darkness? Was
it a sound, born no one could tell where and dying prema-
turely even in its birth, which broke upon the ear and then
was heard no more? Was it an echo of the wind, louder
for a moment than usual, which passed away even in making
itself audible? Was it a mysterious manifestation of some
unreal element of the night, taking shape to mortal ears
and instinct with a terrible meaning ?

Hd! Again!

Breaking upon the silence with a shrill, clear vehemence
that proclaimed it no distempered fancy of the brain; no
inanimate echo of wailing winds; no miraculous creation
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of the ghastly hour; it rang across the common with s
hideous warning to human ears and an urgent appesl to
human charity! Rising from earth to heaven with a
clamorous testimony, it spoke, in the most solemn word
that the language holds, of the blackest crime that has fol-
lowed the race since Eden, and proclaimed a wild alarum
that checked the laugh around the distant firesides and
caunsed the listening mothers among Mr. Arncliffe’s tenantry
to clasp their children, trembling, to their bosoms—

“Murder !”

Then, as if it needed but this ominous note to set the
night astir with moving figures and wondering cries; as if
from ambush had sprung the enchanted spirits of the

-gloom ; the scene becomes motive with the forms of men

running hither and thither, and noisy with voices and the
sound of opening and closing doors. The hue-and-cry is
raised. The inmates of the cottages are abroad with lan-
terns, beating vaguely about the fields and the road, until,
one loud voice crying out, *“ Where ?” and another reply-
ing, “Down at the Baron’s Grave!” the twinkling lights,
seattered far and wide, tend in one direction—the direction
in which the three shadowy figures had gone a half-hour
before. ' '

Now the lanterns are gathered together in a bunch and
the men bearing them seem to be holding them near the
ground and examining something closely. Now they are
separated again, some going to the right and some to the
left, and others gleaming for a moment and then disappear-
ing as though the earth had swallowed them. Finally they
have all vanished but one, and that one is coming hastily
up the road in the direction of Alderley.

In this interval of silence—a silence broken only by the
murmur of voices from the cottages; and in this disappear-
ance of the moving lights, save one, does there come noth-
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ing else to give note of life and motion? Is that a beast of
the field dashing out of the darkness of the common and
spurning the dust of the road, for 8 moment, in its hasty
flight—spurning the dust and making away with headlong
speed in the same direction as the solitary lantern? Is that
another beast of the feld, darting in its turn with a terri-

fied haste into the road, as the other has done; his face .

whiter than the dust that rises beneath his feet; and which,
as the first figure calls to it to stop, rushes away with a
scared cry and is lost in the night? No! These shadowy
forms so hastening away from the doom that is behind
them, hurrying with almost noiseless steps toward the far
twinkling lights of the town, bear the shapes of men! One,
the figure of Captain Horace Vernon, late of her Majesty’s
service; the other, that of Mr. Creech, the tobacconist.

Nothing of Mr. Arncliffe? Nothing of the cloaked fig-
ure that had been following Captain Vernon? Patience!
Patience!

Captain Vernon and the tobacconist, impelled by the
same purpose but with diverging steps, hasten rapidly
along the road. Behind them, or between them—for in
this race for life it is speed and not position that counts—
the man with the lantern hurries to the same goal. Upon
Captain Vernon’s face a more deadly paleness has made
itself apparent. It is the whiteness that comes with the
knowledge of his accomplished destiny. Upon the face of
the tobacconist; the tobacconist trembling as he runs;
there is a pallor, too—the ashen hue that overspreads the
countenance of a wretch stricken with a palsying terror.
So, as an hour before, coming from the town, had come
three men, now go on three men seeking Alderley. So, as
an hour before, had been heard the sounds of voices talk-
ing, and cows lowing, and dogs barking, now rise the same
sounds vexing the night with their outery.

12*
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Captain Vernon, looking around him and behind him in
his flight, sees that from every quarter new lights are mak-
ing their way to the Baron’s Grave. There is no time to
follow the direct line of the road now. He sees that the
dreadful summons has startled more homes than one, and
that he must make haste if he would reach the house in
Balfour-street without detection.

Outstripping all in the race—all but one, and that is the
tobacconist—he fixes his eye upon the lights of Alderley,
and, avoiding the paths followed by the bearer of the ap-
proaching lantern, he makes his way across the fields and
over hedges until he has left him behind him. Even as he
flees, he can see, in his backward look, that the lights which
had a little while before disappeared have come again to
the surface near the Baron’s Grave, as if the earth had sur-
rendered them once more to the upper air. He can see
that they are huddled together and that they move slowly
and with an uncertain rise and fall. Possibly the men who -
carry them have brought something with them up to the
surface—something that to Captain Vernon’s mind’s eye
looks shapeless and maugled, as the light from the lanterns
falls upon it.

- Still on and on. No time to pause now. In a half-hour
the town and Framleigh would be aroused. In a half-hour
every street would be thronged with strong men asking:
¢ Who did it, and how was it discovered ?” In a half-hour
the town-bell would be set a-ringing and the whole of Al-
derley would be told of it. In that half-hour the house in
Balfour-street might be gained, and time might be secured.
Time to consider, and time to perform the last expiation
that was his to make.

The fields were passed, and he stood once more in the
outskirts of the town. The route by which he had come
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was shorter, by half, than that pursued by the man who
was approaching Alderley by the highway.

He looked up the road and he could see the glimmer of
the lantern, now falling, now rising, with the motions of
the man who bore it. The man was evidently running.

Hastening through the quiet streets he fell, by a round-
about course, into Balfour-street. Pausing for a moment
at the corner he looked up and down. There was nothing
in either direction that the light from the lamps revealed.
But he could have sworn that there came to his ear the
sound of rapidly receding footsteps upon the pavement. It
might be two squares away; it might be three. Footsteps
that were going, too, in the direction of the old house.

*  Again, standing there, he questioned himself What
mysterious companion was that who shared his guilty
flight? Were these footsteps connected with that phantom
that had swept past him in the open fields and which had fled
away from him with a wild cry at the sound of his voice ?

Throwing another quick glance around him, he hastened
on. Not noisily, not cautiously; but rapidly and with
steps that gave no echo upon the walks.

There was a dead silence upon the town as he reached
the house in Balfour-street. He lifted the knocker on the
door and struck one blow with it.

‘Waiting for Blacker or Mary Agnes to come down and
admit him, the minutes passed drearily. Would they
never come! Were they both asleep!

His hand was again upon the knocker, but he withdrew
it at the sound of footsteps upon the creaking stairs. When

" the door opened, exposing Mary Agnes hiding timidly be-
hind it with a candle in her hand, he entered and shut it
quickly. In the opening of the door the light from the
candle flared out into the street.
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“Curse that candle!” he said angrily. “ Why did you
bring that candle with you ?”

She made no answer in words; but with a white face,
and trembling in every limb, stared at him as he stood
frowning upon her. Then she laid the candle on the floor
and covered her face with her hands, moaning, *“ Oh, oh!
Blood, blood !” '

He took her by the arm hastily. “Come!” he said as
angrily as before. “ What ails you "

Shaking her head, she still went on with her monotonous
moan, “Oh, oh! Blood, blood!”

He kicked the candle away from him violently and ex-
tinguished it. Then, in the darkness that had followed, he
took her by the arm again, and said hoarsely, “ My horse
fell with me to-night! Go to your room, and be silent I”

She left him to go up the stairs, murmuring, “Don’t
speak so harshly to me, please!”

He called after her. “Is my room ready ?”

“Yes, Captain Vernon.”

“Is Mr. Blacker asleep ?”

“I am sure I don’t know, sir. 1 hardly know anything
to-night.” Then she repeated her wailing exclamation,
“Blood upon his face! At last, at last!” And so she left
him to himself, standing in the silent hall, and went her
way to her room, still marmuring, “ At last, at last !”

Before the echo of her footsteps had ceased,'he walked
to the foot of the stairs and listened. When he heard her
door open and close, he ascended the stairs. Passing
the door of Blacker’s room he stood beside it for a little
while and called to him gently. But no answer came to his
call, and then he sought his own room.

When he had lighted the candle and locked the door
he went to the looking-glass and examined his face.
Strong as were his nerves, what he saw there startled him.
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It was not that its deadly paleness excited his surprise;
that pallor had been there from the time he had ridden
away from Eden Lodge on that afternoon, and his feelings
since that time had made him aware that that whiteness
existed there. But the spectacle that presented itself as
he looked was that ghastly presence of blood that had ter-
rified Mary Agnes in the hall. Blood upon his face in
spots. Blood upon his face in smirches as large as a man’s
hand. Blood, or the dried evidence of it, trickling down
his neck and dyeing his shirt of its ominous hue. He
pushed back his hair, and, as he did so, he looked at his
hand. Blood there, too, and on the cuff and sleeve of his
coat it had stained the cloth with a dark stain, and had
stiffened it to the tonch. ‘

“No wonder the girl was frightenedI” he muttered.
“ No wonder!”

When he had said that he poured water into a basin,
and proceeded to wash himself and remove the guilty
evidences from his person. He removed his coat and rolled
up the right sleeve of his shirt and bared his arm which,
more than all the rest, was dyed with the fatal stain. In
that action he exposed the source of the bleeding—a deep,
clean-cut gash upon its surface.

His eye settled upon the wound with an abstracted ex-
pression. Standing there motionless, with the eyes from
the portrait on the wall fixed upon him ; with that prevail-
ing hue of death upon him; with that lost look in his face ;

- with the melancholy silence about him ; he seemed, indeed,
the embodiment of the many mysterious attributes of the
old house. Standing there, the repository of that awful
secret which was soon to set the town in a roar, he gave
no token of fear of what might be the ending. Calmly,
but with that lost, wandering expression in his eyes, he
went about his labor of divesting himself of the testimony
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to that night’s work. When his face and his neck and his
arms were clean of the stains, when he had replaced his
clothing with others upon which the witness to the tragedy
was wanting, and when he had bound up his arm with his
handkerchief, he tore into shreds, one by one, the garments
he had worn, and placed them on the fire, watching them
as they burnt slowly. And then he drew up a chair near
the fire and waited.

‘Waited until such time as the town-bells, breaking sud-
denly on his ear, clanged out the story of that night’s hor-
rors and gathered the wondering people together. with
dreadful tidings of murder.

He walked to the window and raised it and looked out.
The street, so silent a little while before, was now busy
with tramping feet and mysterious whisperings. Doors
and windows were opening and shutting violently, and
those who had stood talking to men on the pavement from
them came out and joined the groups at the corners and
spoke with them over what had happened.

In order not to appear incurious Captain Vernon asked
of a passer-by what caused the commotion in town ?

What! Had he not heard it? No; what was it?
Why the whole country around was ringing with it—Mr,
Arncliffe had been found mangled and bleeding in the
Baron’s Grave with his horse lying dead beside him! How
did it happen—did Mr. Arncliffe fall in? No; he was
murdered, it was said. People who lived near by had
heard the ory of murder, and when they went there they
found his cloak and heard him groaning in the pit. He
was not dead, then, when he was found—was it thought
that he would live? He was not dead, but he was insensi.
ble. The doctor up at Framleigh said that he could not
live through the night.

Strange! Nothing of the cloaked figure !
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The person to whom Captain Vernon had been speaking
was moving off A man coming from a little group at the
corner brushed past him and turned to look at him.

“1s that you, Waters ?” said the new-comer.

“Yes. Is there anything new ?”

“T haven’t the heart to talk about it! The thing is get-
ting darker and darker every moment! Dan, the gardener,
has just come in from the Baron’s Grave. He says that
another man has been found dead in the pit. The man’s

.face is mangled and disfigured by falling on a sharp rock.
There are marks of a struggle where the cloak was found.
There is blood on the grass and a bloody dagger was lying
near the unknown man !”

“Who is he? Does anybody know him ?”

“No. He is a stranger to everybody who has seen him.
Nobody knows him.” .

“ What ‘has been done about the matter—have youm -
heard ?”

“Every road leading from Alderley is guarded. Mount-
ed men have been sent on the London road with orders to
examine everybody going that way. Squire Gillis says
that if the murderer be above-ground he’ll have him yet.
This is the worst night, Waters, that Alderley has ever
passed through!” And then the two men separated, each
going his way.

Captain Vernon closed the window and resumed his
seat by the fire. The old man was still asleep, ignorant of
the night’s ramors. Would it be better to go to him and
make him aware of the reason of the ringing of the bell ?

No. Let him sleep in quiet for to-night. To-morrow it
would be on everybody’s tongue, and he would know all.

Upon his face was an awful calmness as he sat before the
fire and listened to the hubbub in the streets. Not the
calmness that comes with a quiet mind, but the repose
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which comes with the knowledge that to struggle against
destiny is in vain.

His life, such as it was, was completed. Now let the
past have no phantoms to torture him. But one thing re-
mained for him to do. To make reparation to Mrs. Amn-
cliffe; to gain her forgiveness before he should be gone
from her; that, and the end.

‘With this resolve upon him ; with this strange calmness
8o much at variance with the tumult around him; he exk:
tinguished the light and lay down to sleep as peacefully as¥
a child. _ '

And, whilst he slept, the roar without continued, gain-
ing new strength as the hours wore on. Counntrymen com-
ing into town at daylight had heard the news already.
They had met men, five, ten, fifteen miles off, who had told
them the whole circumstance. But with this difference in
their accounts; that whilst all agreed that Mr. Arncliffe
was certainly killed, reports varied as to the number of
men who had been found dead with him. Some stated
that two men had been found. Others had it that there
were at least ten bleeding companions to his fate.

And ever, where the crowd was greatest, was a little fig-
ure to be seen creeping up with a guilty awe upon him and
listening with trembling eagerness to such scraps of infor-
mation as the gossips had to impart. Creeping up, and
standing for a while to listen, and then moving away to
some other knot of talkers to stand and to listen and to
tremble again. Not that he needed any information in re-
gard to the subject of the excited conversation. But he
felt that on this night of all nights he must be abroad. He
felt that to remain alone with his own thoughts, and with
the memory of what he had so lately witnessed, would
drive him mad. And so, whilst Captain Vernon slept in
quiet in the house in Balfour-street, the single Witness
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walked the streets of Alderley until the red sun had risen
- and was looking down on the Baron’s Grave.

And through the long hours of that desolate night the
tidings grew and grew in hideous intensity. Carried by a
hundred channels the story of the calamity reached Lon-
n and spread upon the lips of thousands, creating a com-
tion in the high places of Government and intruding
, like a thirteenth guest, into the*festivities of Society,
ching the cheeks of its devotees. Leaping from mouth
outh it ran, like a subtile current, everywhere, bringing
e thoughtful business-look to the faces of police-inspectors
and shrewd detectives. Pausing to look into the newspa-
per -offices it set the reporters to mounting in hot haste,
armed with pencil and portfolio and destined for the scene
of blood, and held the slumbering machinery in check
awaiting their return. Speeding with the lightning’s quick-
ness it followed the electric-wires, rousing from their leth-
argy the weary operators; giving new food for comment
wherever one man was found to speak it and another to
listen to it; disturbing the sleep of the innocent and start-
ling the consciences of the bad, and flashing throngh the
land the Sin of Cain!
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CHAPTER XXIIL
SOCIETY AND THE LAW MERT AT FRAMLEIGH-PLACR.

THERE is a solemn awe upon city and town and country.

There is a terrible sense upon the hearts of all that a
dreadful crime has been committed and a helpless sense of
ignorance as to who committed it. Government, sitting in
easy-chairs in Downing-street, is inconsolable and will not
be comforted. For (as the newspapers have duly set forth)
a good man and a great man and an honest man has been
called from its councils. It might search England over,
and it might (as it doubtless would) find other good, great
and honest men, but it could never find the equal of the
man whom we all deplore.

So is it with Government, and so speaks public opinion
through the newspapers. But how is it with the household
at Framleigh ? '

Mrs, Arncliffe has been called from Eden Lodge to her
home once more. She has been recalled to Framleigh-
Place by a hasty note from the housekeeper, in which it
was set forth that Mr. Arncliffe had been found mangled
and wounded to death at the Baron’s Grave, and that, if
she wishes to see him again alive, she must return without
delay. She has returned with no delay, to find the house-
hold in tears and to be told that Mr. Arncliffe is dead.

The great parlors, dark at the best of times, are darkened
now with a more solemn gloom. The portrait of Mr. Arn-
cliffe is draped with crape, apd'the testimony of grief hangs -
from the family-pictures onw wall, and from the silver

s
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bell-handle on the front-door, and from the shoulders of the
Stately Martyr and Gorgeous Victim, standing, with an
expression of genteel wretchedness in their faces, in the
hall, and answering questions from incoming Society.

The solemn summons has spread to the ears of Society
that all that is mortal of Mr. Philip Arncliffe of Framleigh
Place, Alderley, Middlesex, is lying in one of the darkened
rooms of his residence, subject to the vulgar examination
of a coroner’s jury; and, in answer to the summons, have
appeared the special friends of the deceased, sorrowful but
collected, heart-broken but calm, not to condole with Mrs.
Arncliffe, but to see to it that the man whom we all deplore
shall not lack those testimonials of respect which shall leave
him only at his grave.

Thus is it, then, that, with a sense of duty to our dear
friend departed, my Lord has come up from the city ac-
companied by a Right Reverend Sir, and his Grace has
come down from the country accompanied by a Right
Honorable Sir, and together it is arranged that they shall,
in conjunction with others to be hereafter chosen, when the
last moment shall have come, act as pall-bearers. By a
pleasant fiction my Lord is made to represent Government,
His Grace that mysterious class known as Privileged, the
Right Reverend Sir the Church, of which the departed was
so conservative and staunch a supporter, and the Right
Honorable Sir those interests of the Launded Proprietors
(another name for the Privileged class) which the late la-
mented so consistently upheld.

Lying with that ghastly stillness about it that had
come upon it in this interval all that was earthly of Mr.
Philip Arncliffe was subject to the inquisitions of Society.
Thas lying, there was attached to it that air of grotesque
deformity ; that sneering look hovering around the proud
lip and breaking out of the shapeless visage; that impres-



284 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREERT.

give quiet ; that it seemed more like an idol set up by the
world in which he had moved, and surrounded by its wor-
shippers, than like something from which the life that had
inspired it had fled. -

All day, entering and departing, Society in ite innumers-
ble shapes crossed the threshold of Framleigh, inspecting
and passing judgment upon its late owner. Society in the
shape of Government, shaking its head and weighing the
dead man’s virtues by his legislative influence. Society in
the shape of Fashion, examining him through metaphorical
eye-glasses and measuring his worth by the elegance of his
manners, the excellence of his dinners and the splendor of
his establishments. Society in the shape of Finance, stand-
ing with feet wide apart and hands, rattling unseen gold,
thrust into its capacious pockets, and appraising him at the
value of his bank-account, his rent-roll, and his dividends.
Society in the shape of the learned Profesgions, judging
him by the brilliancy of his oratory, the profundity of his
scholarship, and the delicacy of his satire. -Society in the
shape of the Church, condensing his merits into praise of
his orthodoxy and his religious charities. Soeiety in all its
various disguises, commenting upon him. and coming to
that general conclusion, to which the newspapers had ar-
rived before, that, in the catastrophe which had deprived
the country of the departed, a good man and a great maan
and an honest man had been called from its councils. And
never once, thus weighed all day in the balance, was he
found wanting ; never once found possessed of the ordinary
frailties that beset common men; never once judged as he
was, and disconnected from the adventmous aids of rank
and fortune and accomplishments.

There is one little point, however, upon whlch that por-
tion of Society represented by the hawks, with their wilted
progeny by their side, seems inclined to take deferential
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1ssue with him, But even in so doing high tribute is offered
tohim. And this exceptional judgment pronounced against
him, lying there in death, is a well-bred regret that he
should eo far have forgotten what was due to his class as
not to have chosen a wife from his own circle.

It is noticeable, also, that Society, in referring to the
manner of the late master of Framleigh’s death, forgets, or
appears to forget, that there was anything of the common
in that death. It rather seems to imply that there was a
peculiar lien held by the departed upon that manner of
giving up the ghost, to the exclusion of every other mor-
tal’s claim.

Thus, it is not, in the ordinary acceptation of the term, a
killing or a murder, or even a death. But it appears, from
what Society (lounging in the darkened parlors) eays, that
it is a great public calamity, Sir; a sad affliction, my dear;
an unexpected catastrophe, my Lord—a loss to Govern-
ment and to society of which Mr. Arncliffe was an un-
doubted ornament ; an unforeseen event, your Grace, from
which the country caunot recover for a long time. It does
not refer, in the remotest manner, to the merely practical
view of the matter. It gives no token of remembrance of
the memories of blood and mangled mortality which sur-
round his catting off It only accepts the fact, as it pre-
sents itself, that what was Mr. Arncliffe in life is Mr. Arn-
cliffe in life no more; that it has met to pay the customary
tribute to what remains of what was Mr. Arncliffe. No
more, no less.

In this view of the case, then, Society has, in 8 manner,
canonized him. It has elevated him into an Idea, and his
death into an Unforeseen Event, and it feels that it can,
without derogation to the many virtues of the departed, in-
dulge (James) in another glass of sherry and (thank you)
in another slice of cake,
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Indeed, in their sense of having completed their duty in
attending at Framleigh on this melancholy occasion, several
of the insipid young men (who are there in troops) leaving
for a brief period the side of the artificial young women
(who are there as comforters of Mrs. Arncliffe in her afflic-
tion) to inquire of the Gorgeous Victim, standing disconso-
lately at the door, at what time the coroner may be ex-
pected, return to their posts of duty with watery eyes and
an uncertain articulation, and conveying, through the nos-
trils of the artificial young women, the belief to the minds
of the same that the information so obtained is, in an unac-
countable manner and in a remote. degree, connected with
brandy. _ :

Thus, then, is it with Society in the parlors below. But
in the darkened room above-stairs, where kneels the dead
man’s widow with her special friends, among them Lady
Eden, there is weeping and bitterness of spirit. To her
comes no calm sense of having performed her entire duty
to the mangled figure stretched in revolting deformity upon
the stained sheets of the bed. She does not consider that,
in crushing the betrayal of her wrong love, she has expiated
whatever of sin she had committed in loving kim. She
does not reflect that her love was never her husband’s—
that holy love of woman which, sooner or later, must come
to some man perhaps all nnworthy to receive it. She only
remembers that she iad allowed a wrong love to come be-
tween her husband and herself. And so, beside his inani-
mate form, she weeps away ber sorrow on her knees. '

Oh, woman! young in every attribute that gives assur-
ance of youth—young in years, young in thoughts and
girlish fancies, young in knowledge of life; but old in the
sorrows that come with disappointed hopes and love un-
consecrated ; lift up your eyes again! For the one sin
wherefore you weep is forgiven you; the one wrong that
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blurred your life’s purity is pardoned you ; the one act of
yours wherein you were found wanting has been blotted
out in the balance against you!

Slowly pass the hours until that hour when the ministers
of the law shall come to take cognizance of Mr. Arncliffe’s
mode of death. Slowly pass they to Mrs. Arncliffe,
crouching at the pillow’s head in her heart’s passionate
anguish.

There is a terrible suspicion on her mind which she
scarcely dares whisper to herself. Where was Captain
Vernon on the night before ? Was it his hand that hurled
Mr. Amncliffe and the unknown man to their doom? He.
had left her at Eden Lodge, after that fatal interview, to
return to Alderley. In returning there had he learned
that Mr. Arncliffe was at the Baron’s Grave, and had he
sought him there, and, in the violence of his passions, had
he done murder upon him under the influence of the love
that he had avowed for her ?

The tears that are falling from her eyes are not alone for
her husband, dead before her. In her love for Captain
Vernon—a love which, despite the crime which her’ suspi-
cions attach to him, still holds her under its control—she
weeps, too, for him, living, as she does for the man who
has fallen a victim to his wrath. If Captain Vernon be
guilty of her husband’s death, and if she knew this beyond
all cavil, she will not betray him to the law. She will not
sacrifice him whom she loves above all the world—above
herself—to satisfy a law that demands a life for a life.
But if he have her husband’s blood upon his hands, he will
be to her, as dead, henceforth, as is Mr. Arncliffe himself,
and she will go to the grave carrying with her her un-
spoken secret.

Kneeling beside the bed she feels a hand laid gently
upon her shoulder. It is Lady Eden, who leads her away.
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And then a little light is let in upon the cold, proud
face—cold and proud even in its mutilation; and the rep-
resentatives of the Law are coming up the broad stairway
to pass judgment upon that which shall never more ascend
them. Coming up to meet Society ranged in sympathetic
order along the hall as calm as if it, itself, must not some
day go out to meet the inevitable hereafter. Coming up
to pass the household gathered about the foot of the stairs
and gazing through their tears at the movements of those
to whom, they think, all the dark mystery shall be made
clear. Coming up to meet the scientific physician from
London, who has been there since the moment Mr. Arn-
cliffe breathed his last, and who is prepared to describe
minutely the near and remote causes of his death and to
prove that, according to all known rules of medical science,
that calamity was inevitable under the circumstances.
Coming up to meet the eminent legal gentleman, also from
London, who has left his dusty office for a space in order
to take notes at the inquest on his late client, and who now
stands at the bedside with a decorous scented handkerchief
in his hand.

Mr. Jarvie, the coroner, a person who seems overwhelmed
at the honor that has been forced upon him and whose
manner, in view of the presence of the eminent legal gentle-
man and of the eminent presence of death upon the bed,
partakes of the apologetic in consideration of his taking the
liberty to hold the'inquest at all, enters with his jury and
seats himself solemnly. '

“ A melancholy occasion, sir,” he says finally, to the
eminent legal gentleman, shaking his head deprecatingly.

¢ A wnelancholy occasion, sir,” echoes the eminent legal
gentleman, who in his turn shakes %is head and looks at
the scientific physician.

“ A very melancholy occasion, gentlemen,” says the soi-
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entific physician, turning to look toward the occapant of
the bed, with something of a proprietary expression in his
eye. Then they all, the jury included, gaze solemnly in
the same direction, their heads shaking in unison.

‘When this little tribute to the memory of the man whom
we all deplore has been offered, Mr. Jarvie proceeds, still
with that humble air of taking a liberty, to enter upon an
examination of the matter that has brought them together.
Speaking in whispers, they finally reach the conclusion that
the witnesses should be brought in. In reaching this coun-
clusion they seem to do so helplessly and purposelessly.
Especially is this purposeless expression observable in the
countenance of the eminent legal gentleman.

Before the examination of the other witnesses, the scien-
tific physician, in the most scientific, not to say incompre-
hensible, manner sets forth the causes of the master of
Framleigh’s death. To one of the jurymen, a practical
man and as far removed from science as possible, the
learned physician’s profound analysis seems so far opposed
to anything like a fair and comprehbensive statement of
the case, that he causes a temporary confusion by inquir-
ing of the medical gentleman, in a tone and after a manner
that savor strongly of taking a liberty with the defanct,
¢ Are we to understand, sir, that death was produced by
Mr. Amcliffe’s head being mashed in falling upon a rock ?”

‘When the medical testimony had been recorded, the em-
inent legal gentleman, turning to Mr. Jarvie, remarked, in
a low tone, “ Does no suspicion attach to any one but the

ler P

“] believe the public suspicion affects him only. But
active steps are being taken in searching for other-elues,”
returned the coroner.

“J don’t see much to convict him in the facts of the
case,” said the legal gentleman, looking down at his feet.



290 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET.

“But as he is suspected, why of course let us hear what
the witnesses have to say.”

The witnesses—among whom was the landlord of the
Knight and Dragon—having been introduced, the first
thing to be done was to hear evidence as to the finding of
the bodies. This evidence having been taken down—
several of Mr. Arncliffe’s tenants having satisfactorily set-
tled this point—one witness was chosen from the number
that remained and the others were sent back to the next
room to wait until they should be wanted. The witness
who had been retained, and who looked at the bed .and its
‘burden with a pale face, having seated himself at a word
from the coroner, the examination, having for its purpose
the elucidation of the doubt which attached to the pedler,
commenced.

The substance of that examination, as was duly recorded
.and taken down, was to the effect that there was a pedler
who had been seen for a day or two in and around Alder-
ley, and who had excited grave suspicions on the part of
the citizens. Among those whose suspicions were thus
excited was he—the witness. Why his suspicions were
aroused, hé couldn’t well say. He believed—indeed such a
_ charge had been brought against the pedler—that he had
sold to the citizens counterfeit jewelry and knives that
wouldn’t cut after you had bought ’em. He—the witness
—had never bought any of this jewelry, but his brother
had. His brother was among the witnesses summoned and
was in the next room. That was all he knew about the
case. :

The coroner looked at the eminent legal gentleman with
an inquiring eye. The latter nodded his head. Mr. Jarvie
then told the witness that he could go. With this permis-
sion granted him, the latter picked up his hat from the
carpet on which he bad placed it, made a rough bow to
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those present, and went out with a frightened expression
upon his face.

The next witness called—the brother of the man who
had just been examined—entered and seated himself, and
the examination was resumed.

‘What did he know about the pedler? -

“ Well, there were suspicions attached to the pedler—

The eminent legal gentleman waved his hand. “ Never
mind that. What about his character—what about his
movements last night ?”

“Well, judging from his appearance, I shonld say his
character was bad. He had a down look about him—what
P’d call a downright bad look. Where he came from I
don’t know. He came here with a lot of knives that
wouldn’t cut and some plated jewelry. I bought a knife
and a brooch—"

“Very well,” said the legal gentleman. “We know
about that. But what we want to know is whether you
are aware of his movements last night at about the time”
—he looked at the coroner for a moment, and, that gentle-
man answering “ eight o’clock,” went on—

“ At about eight o’clock, the time when Mr. Arncliffe is
supposed to have been injured

“I don’t know anything of my own knowledge about
that, sir. I only know what I heard a man say.”

¢ What man ?”

“I don’t know his name. He is in the next room now.”

The legal gentleman having again consulted Mr. Jarvie
with his eye, that gentleman consulted a paper he held in
his hand.

“ James Wagstaffe,” he said, after this consultation.

The eminent legal gentleman here nodded his head to-
ward the witness and looked at the door. Mr. Jarvie, fol-
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Jowing this look, intimated to the latter that he was at
liberty to depart.

“ Thank you, sir,” he said, and departed with very much
the same terrified expression as the other who had pre-
ceded him.

The next witness introduced proved to be Mr. Wagstaffe.
He was an elderly man, gifted with staring eyes which
were set off with spectacles. His first action on entering
was to remove his glasses and to look around him wildly.
His next was to replace them and to stare through them at
the silent figure on the bed. His third action, in obedience
to a word from the coroner, was to seat himself in the chair
with an air of having been thrown into it. The examina-
tion then proceeded, the legal gentleman putting the ques-
tions.

“You are acquainted, I believe, Mr.—a—"

“ Wagstaffe,” suggested Mr. Jarvie.

“ You are aware, I believe, Mr. Wagstaffe, of the suspi-
aions that rest upon the pedler ?”

“1 believe I am, sir,” returned Mr. Wagstaffe hoarsely.

“You are aware of those suspicions ?”

“ Yes, sir, I am.”

There was a momentary pause, which the eminent legal
gentleman filled up on his part by passing his handkerchief
over his face, Mr. Jarvie by coughing apologetically behind
his hand, Mr. Wagstaffe by staring at the scientific physi-
cian and at the jury who stared at him. When these
respective performances had been concluded, the legal
gentleman laid his handkerchief upon his lap with a re-
signed expression and went on to question the witness.

¢ Will you be kind enough to state, Mr. Wagstaffe, what
you know about this pedler’s whereabouts at eight o’clock
last night ?”

“In regards to his whereabouts at eight o’clock,” said
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Mr. Wagstaffe as hoarsely as before and with & shake of
the head, “I must be excused. In regards to where he
was, positively, at seven o’clock, I must likewise, gentle-
men, beg to be excused. If I see hun at all, I see him at
six o’cloc

“If you saw him at all? Then you are not certain as
to having seen him anywhere last night

“ No more am L,” returned Mr. Wagstaffe, staring fiercely
at his questioner with an amazed look. The eminent legal
gentleman here happening to look at Mr. Jarvie, that gen-
tleman coughed again in humble deprecation of the words
and manner of the witness,

It 'was understood—at least Mr. Jarvie understood—
that you were prepared to prove that that pedler was seen
going out toward the Baron’s Grave at six o’clock,” said
the legal gentleman.

“I am prepared to prove,” returned Mr. Wagstaffe, with
another obstinate shake of the head, “that I think I see
him a-going out on the London road at that hour. That’s
what I am prepared to prove” And then he added
warmly, looking at the jury with a renewed stare of de-
fiance, “and I'd like to see any man make me prove more
than that I”

“Have you any knowledge which might connect this
pedler with Mr. Arncliffe’s death ?”

“No, sir. ‘I happened to make a remark yesterday to
the effect that mayde it was the pedler whom I saw going
out toward the Baron’s Grave, about six o’clock, and that’s
why I was brought up to give my testimony. I have seen
the pedler to-day, and he is not the man I saw on the night
of the death of Mr. Arncliffe.”

“I really don’t see, Mr. Jarvie, the necessity of conduot-
ing this examination any further,” said the legal gentleman
when Mr. Wagstaffe had ceased speaking. “I really can’t
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see that there is a particle of evidence against the suspected
party. Have you any other witnesses ?”

“There’s Briggs, the proprietor of the inn,” returned Mr.
Jarvie, examining his paper closely. “ Why, bless me!
Now that I remember, he’s the most important witness I
have! I think we had better let Mr. Wagstaffe go, sir ?”
That that was also the opinion of the gentleman referred
to was evident. For his wild look was fixed with a hostile
meaning upon the ministers of the law present.

. ‘““As you say, sir,” said the legal gentleman to the coro-
_-ner. “Certainly! I believe we have no further use for the
witness. You can go, sir.” Mr. Wagstaffe rose from his
. chair with a vehemence of manner similar to that with
which he had seated himself and, after another long stare
at the motionless form on the bed, left the apartment with
the air of a man who had suffered an imposition.
~ “I hope, Mr. Jarvie”—said the legal gentleman, with a
professional smile, which he checked immediately, remem-
bering where he was—*that we may be able to prove
something by this last witness. It is the most singular ex-
. amination, sir, at which I have ever assisted. Somebody
is guilty, I know, but you will pardon me when I say that,
in my humble oplmon, you have suspected the wrong party,
sir—the wrong party.”

“I am afraid I have, sir,” replied the coroner, with his
deprecating cough. “I really am afraid, sir, that we Aave
got hold of the wrong party ;” and then he looked at the
jury, who Jooked at each other with something of the pur-
" poseless expression that had never yet left the eminent
legal gentleman’s face.

Mr. Jarvie, who seemed to have become abstracted for
a moment over his fear that he had got hold of the wrong
party, apparently aroused himself suddenly and proposed
that the landlord of the Knight and Dragon should be
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brought in. This being, evidently, the proper course to be
pursued, Mr. Briggs was ushered in, and the legal gentle-
man commenced with him as he had done with the others.

“You are the landlord of the Knight and Dragon inn $”
said the legal gentleman, when Mr. Briggs had seated him-
self and had conformed to the necessary preliminaries,

 Yes, sir.” ' .

“Yonu are aware of certain suspicions resting upon a ped-
ler who is in custody upon a charge of complicity in Mr.
Arncliffe’s death ?”

“I am aware of those suspicions, sir.”

“Very well. Now, will you tell us what you know of
his movements about the time of that calamity

“I left that pedler,” commenced Mr. Briggs, crossing
his legs and looking down at the floor with an appearance
of profound thought, “ when I went out of the parlor of
the inn, at six o’clock on the night when Mr. Arncliffe was
killed, fast asleep, with his head on the table, and to the .
best of my knowledge and belief, drunk. He is generally
a customer of mine when he is on the tramp, and as he
looked so comfortable I didn’t like to disturb him. I came
back into the parlor at seven o’clock, and I saw him still
sleeping there. At eleven o’clock, when I went to shut up
shop, I saw that pedler under the table.”

“Under the table ?” asked the legal gentleman doubtfully.

“Under the table, sir. Under the table as drunk as I
ever saw & man.”

The eminent legal gentleman shut his eyes as Mr. Briggs
said this, and Mr. Jarvie placed his hand to his mouth with
a view of coughing; but, thinking better of it, he brought
it down again on the table before him.

Nobody seeming to have anything to say at this junc-
ture, the attention of everybody was drawn to one of the
jurymen who propounded a query to the landlord.
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“Could the pedler have left the inn at seven eo’clock
and bave gone to the Baron’s Grave, and there have com-
mitted the crime of which he is suspected, and then have
returned before eleven ?”

“That question is very useless under the circumstances,”
observed the legal gentleman. “But since it has been
asked, let us have the answer of the witness.”

“Not unless he was a ghost,” replied Mr. Briggs, in
answer to the juryman’s question.

“ What sort of a ghost ?” said the same juryman rashly,
impelled by a belief that his question was strictly in par
suance of the ends of justice.

“A sober ghost,” returned the landlord. “A sober
ghost might have left the inn without my seeing him ; but
if he had been as drunk as that pedler was he would have
stumbled and betrayed himself.”

The eminent legal gentleman, when the landlord gave
this answer, turned to Mr. Jarvie.

“There is no more evidence against this pedler, sir,”” he
observed, “than therc is against you or me. It is very
plain that a mistake has been made somewhere and that
we have secured the wrong party.”

“I did what I thought to be my duty,” returned the
coroner apologetically. ¢ The public accusation pointed to
that man, and it really does seem as if the public were
wrong. I can’t understand it. Really it is beyond my
comprehension. The mistakes we do make, sometimes, to
be sure!” And then he gathered his papers together on
the table and said to Mr. Briggs that he need not remain
any longer.

‘When the last witness, in the person of the landlord, had
departed, Mr. Jarvie and the jury set their heads together
and spoke for a little while in a low tone. And when they
arose from that consultation their verdict had freed the
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wretched object of suspicion, and the inquest upon M.
Arncliffe was declared adjourned to Alderley.

‘When the Law had thus resolved, its representatives
present, in the shape of the eminent legal gentleman, Mr.
Jarvie and the jury, accompanied by the scientific physi-
cian, went slowly down the stairway, followed by the wit-
nesges treading upon each other’s heels. Went down, to
make Society, awaiting the information, aware that their
investigations into the dark mystery that had compelled
their attendance at Framleigh had been, so far, fruitless.
‘Went down, to surrender the inanimate clay upstairs into
the keeping of its family. Went down, to stand in the great
hall, talking in whispers to the reporters who were there
also awaiting them, and who in a rapid way took notes of
their proceedings. Went down, to partake, solemnly, of
the sherry and cake, as if in special tribute to the departed.
‘Went down, to go in a melancholy procession out of the
front-door, followed by the witnesses, still with that dread-
ful impulse of fear upon them, on their way to Alderley,
there to continue the same dreary inquisition, in the cheer-
less room at the police-station, above the unrecognizable
remains of the unknown man who had lain side by side
with the great man in the darkness.

With the departure of the Law, Society also prepares for
its flight. In a solemn way, and with that sense upon it
of having accomplished its mission and performed its duty
to the memory of the man whom we all deplore, it speeds
along the white road in carriages which sparkle and flash
in the sunlight—some back to the city, and others back to
the country—to return on the next day, and thereafter, and
to pay that homage to the departed, lying in state, which
it shall be his to receive until the end of all.

Then Mre. Arncliffe, seeking once more the darkened
room and with Lady Eden there to comfort her, weeps

18*
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-and recalls the mournful prologue to her widowhood

Weeping there, she ponders, in her grief, over the image
of that man who, in her suspicions, has indeed been the

- worst enemy of those who care for him. For she has cared

v o g

for him—she has loved him—she has wept for him. Too
much, perhaps, for her own happiness—too much, as being
bound to another!

She has not seen him in the house to-day. Where i is be
now, and what is he doing ?

If she were to rise at this hour and go forth and skirt the
fields until she comes to that unfenced tract of ground be-
yond Alderley, reserved by Christian charity for the rest-
ing-place of paupers who have died upon its hands, her
thoughts might be answered.

For she would see him standing with folded arms and
looking with haggard face upon a new-made grave, unten-
anted as yet but ready for that which it shall soon contain.
8he would see him bending down and reading something
that is scrawled upon a painted board ; something that re-
calls to him the course of his nnlmppy life and whmh he
translates into one word: Lost!

And what he reads upon the board is this:

“Found ‘dead at the Baron’s Grave on the night of No-
vember 30th. Name unknown. Supposed to have been
murdered,”
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CHAPTER XXIV.

THE KNIGHT AND DRAGON INN RECEIVES TWO GUESTS
FROM LONDON.

ALDERLEY, during the long hours when the inquest

was being held at Framleigh, was still ringing with
surmises. There was no man—one excepted—who could
have pointed with certainty to the active agent in the mys-
tery of the Baron’s Grave, and that one man who might
have, spoken preserved an obstinate silence.

Notwithstanding the triumphant vindication of the un-
happy pedler’s innocence, as shown by Mr. Briggs’s testi-
mony, that suspected party still remained, among the gos-
sips, the scapegoat of popular execration. It was necessary
that somebody should bear the suspicion of guilt, and in
consideration of the friendless position of the accused, and
in consideration also of the fact that divers of those most
loud in denouncing him had suffered from his fraudulent
transactions and had lost money by his operations, the
pedler, in the public estimation, presented the strongest
claims for the general opprobrium.

A variety of cogent reasons was advanced by the gossips
corroborative of the pedler’s guilt. In the first place, he
had but onc arm; in the second place, nobody knew him
and he had appeared suddenly in the town two days before
*he tragedy, and had all along been suspected of being a
housebreaker in disguise; in the third place, he had a pe-
culiar manner about him which indicated a proneness to
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commit crimes of the sort laid to his charge—a manner
which took the shape of presenting him as looking askance
when speaking to a party, and of walking in a slouching
way, both of which attributes, the gossips declared, had
been possessed by criminals from time immemorial. And
80, in default of a better, the miserable pedler, at that time
on his way to London, still. continued, although acquitted
by the coroner’s jury, an object of suspicion.

But these continued suspicions were unknown to at least
two of the residents of Alderley. And these two were
Captain Vernon and Mr. Creech,.the tobacconist. The one
had closed his shop while the inquests were in progress,
and the other had held no.communication with the world
without and had not sought to inform himself upon the
precise course of events. .

Upon the tobacconist, now that the machinery of law
was at work, rested an appalling dread of meeting his fellow-
townsmen. He felt that, if he should do so, there would
come some evidence of what he deemed his complicity in
the death of Mr. Arncliffe and the unknown. Some word
uttered by him, some intimation on his part of a knowledge
of the terrible truth, would betray him, and he would be-
come inextricably involved in the mystery that haunted
him. For, would he not be questioned as to his presence
at the Baron’s Grave at that hour of the night? Would
his uncorroborated explanation that he had hoped, by fol-
lowing Captain Vernon and the cloaked figure, to solve the
problem that the house in Balfour-street concealed be of
avail in satisfying the law? And again, might not Cap-
tain Vernon, maddened at the exposure, publicly proclaim
him—Mr. Creech—as his accomplice and right-hand man
might he not go so far as to say that he—Mr. Creech again
—had done for the unknown party whilst Captain Vernon
attended to Mr. Arncliffe? Under any circumstances, sup-
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posing that Captain Vernon should remain silent in the
face of his testimony, what assurance would he have that
his statement, incredible as it would be, would be accepted
a8 the truth by the law ?

Mr. Creech had already been in the hands of justice. He
could not forget that, on that occasion, he had been con-
victed against his own senses of having inveigled a weak
and trusting woman into & promige of marriage and of
having then basely deserted her. No, no! He would let
matters take their course and patiently await the result.

With Captain Vernon the case was different. He was
awaiting, with that strange calmness that had fallen upon
him when he had gone to sleep with the turmoil in his ears,
the proper time to fulfil his last obligation and to make his
last reparation. That it would come, sooner or later, he
knew, and in this knowledge and with the resolve that he
had made, it mattered little to him what passed beyond
the portals of the old house and how wagged Rumor with
her hundred tongues. Blacker, going and coming, would
sometimes essay to draw him into conversation on the sub-
ject of Mr. Arncliffe’s death by telling him what was said
in Alderley upon the subject; but he would check him and
say that it would be better to let the dead rest in quiet,
and that, in God’s good time, all men would know where
lay the blame and whom to hold responsible. It was only
when Blacker had informed him that the agents of the law
had caused the grave of the unknown man to be dug, in
readiness for the remains when the law should have done
with them, that he had told him to remain in the house
during his absence and had gone out under the lion’s head
to seek the dead man’s future resting-place, and to read
the inscription lying carelessly at its side, declaring that
the unknown was supposed to have been murdered.

Away from Framleigh the day has been a busy one with

[ ]
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" others beside Society. The road leading out toward Fram-
leigh-Place, and on to the Baron’s Grave, was thronged
with the pilgrims who had come up from London on
that morning. Some on foot, some on horseback, eome in
carriages. There was a small group standing before the
park-gates and questioning the gate-keeper in regard to
Mr. Philip Arncliffe, his habits, manners and general ap-
pearance. This group had . rapid, careless way about
them, and the gatekeeper observed with some alarm that
they jotted downm, in little books in which there were a
great many blank leaves, and in a language that he did not
understand, whatever he might utter upon the subject. He
observed, too, that occasionally they would look over each
other’s shoulders and upon egch other’s writing, and would
then go on jotting down as rapidly as before.

There was another gathering, a little farther off, busily
engaged in sketching the great house with its accompani-
ments of statues and leafless trees and silent fountain.
These, too, the gate-keeper observed anxiously. What
had come to pass with the old home of the Arncliffes since
its master’s death, that every particular connected with
him should be noted down by strange gentlemen with a
rapid way about them, and every pillar and window and
florid ornament of the fabric of Framleigh should be sub-
jected to the scrutiny of foreign-looking gentlemen, bend-
ing down to observe the statues more closely through the
colonnade of trees ?

To a question asked by the gate-keeper, looking to a
solving of this mystery, one of the gentlemen answered
that what they were writing there was intended for the
world; that it would all be published in the newspapers
soon—not mentioning, however, that it would take the
shape of a “Statement of Mr. James Martin, an intelligent
and faithful retainer of the late Philip Arncliffe, Esq., M. P.,
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and for a long time gate-keeper at Framleigh-Place, giving
much interesting information concerning the lamented
deceased, never before published.”

The gate-keeper aleo learned that the work upon which
the foreign-looking gentlemen were engaged was also in-
tended for the world, and that it, also, would appear in the
papers. He did not know, then, however, (what he was
destined to know at a later day), that the world would be
indebted to the kindness of the Household at Framleigh-
Place for this correct and faithful delineation of the mag-
nificent Residence and Grounds of the truly great English-
man whose Unexpected Departure we all deplore.

‘When all the information that could possibly be ob-
tained -was drawn from the gate-keeper, and when the
sketches were completed, the rapid writers and the foreign-
looking gentlemen went off in troops toward the Baron’s
Grave. .

The sun which had risen since the tragedy at the Baron’s
Grave, passing away, had left Alderley in darkness. Dark-
ness of understanding in the matter of the -calamity
that had befallen it, and darkness of earth, had settled
upon the town. In that double night men belated in
lonely streets progressed with hasty steps, casting anxious
looks behind, and doubting but that from some alley
might spring that hidden hand, red with its gory attri-
bute, to do murder again. The sense of the unavenged
and inexplicable crime that had been committed on the
person of one so high removed from vulgar contact as
Mr. Philip Arncliffe, linked with the awful ignorance felt
by all men in regard to him who had been found side by
side with the bloody dagger and with face mangled almost
beyond recognition, weighed heavily upon the minds of
all. From this ignorance sprang vagrant and fantastic
fears which brought pallor of cheek and sickness of heart
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to those who moved within that magic circle. Was it
given to any man to say that the assassin was not abroad,
on this night, armed with plenary power to kill and maim?
‘Was it beyond the fairest supposition to suppose that even
now in some dark abode he was plauning that which, if
accomplished, would appal the stoutest heart that yet held
out against the horror of the double crime? There was
no prophet there to declare that the brain that had con-
ceived and the hand that had carried out the hideous
work of death were idle for want of material to work
upon. Who said that he or they had 'left Alderley and
had gone to London? Could not a murderer—especially
if unsuspected—hide in Alderley as well as in London?
And more than this; the hand which on that night of
blood was raised to kill was no common hand. There had
been no robbery. Upon the person of Mr. Arncliffe had
been found all his valuables. On the person of the un-
known man had been found a diamond pin and nearly
£5, money of the realm. Therefore let no man say that

the circle of Murderer’s work was rounded. Murderer was

crafty, for he had thus far evaded pursuit and detection.
Murderer was cruel, for he had slain without remorse.
Murderer was strong, for he had coped with two men sac-
cessfully. Therefore let all men pray that Murderer might,
in mercy, stay his hand.

In the room at the po}ice-stition to which the inquest
had been adjourned from Framleigh, sat the coroner and
several magistrates, among them Sir John Eden, listening
to additional testimony, receiving reports of policemen,
answering telegraphic despatches from a distance, giving
information through the same channel to the officers of
justice elsewhere, and holding themselves in readiness for
whatever might transpire. In the corner of the room lay,
extended, a silent, motionless object—an object which
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nobody seemed anxious to inspect and which everybody
seemed rather to avoid—covered with a faded piece of
carpet. From this object, bearing the human shape, a
dark, slender strecam trickled away along the floor, losing
1eself finally in a crevice. As the agents of the law con-
sulted, their glances at intervals were turned upon this
silent companion of their consultations with a grave,
doabtful meaning.

The twilight deepening into night brought with it the
hoarse whistle of the approaching train from London.

It came up laboring heavily, for it bore an unwonted
freight upon it. London had sent up a strong embassy to
look into the merits and demerits of that which had so
lately made Alderley famous.

There were loungers there who had come up to look at
the Baron’s Grave and to return to make report to expec-
tant friends. There were additional artists who had come
up to take drawings of the Baron’s Grave, in which a min-
iature Red Sea, divested of its waters, would convey to
the readers of the illustrated newspapers a faithful repre-
sentation of this now famous locality. There were addi-
tional gentlemen of the press who had come up to-furnish
to the readers of the daily and the weekly sheets a full
and impartial account—divested of all absurd rumors and
old-woman suppositions—of the melancholy event which
we, in common we are bold to say with even the gentle-
men who sit upon the Opposition benches, most eincerely
deplore. And there also came up sundry ministers of the
law, who had left London to consult with their fellow-
ministers of the law in Alderley as to the readiest method
of detecting the perpetrator, or perpetrators, of the crime.

A great bustling was apparent around the station, and
the men connected with the road and the few others the
residents of Alderley, were beset with a thousand questions.
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Had any new development taken place? No; everything
was a8 dark as before. Was it true, as was stated in Lon-

don, that a pale, flickering light had been seen hovering
* about the Baron’s Grave on the night preceding the mur-
ders? This was possible they—the questioned parties—
answered; but they had not heard of it. Was it trae, as
was also stated in London, that an immense number of
-jewels, in the way of diamonds, pearls and opals had been
found upon the body of the unknown man, leading to the
supposition that he was an eccentric character who had ex-
pended a vast fortune in the purchase of precious-stones?
This, again, was possible, although the authorities had al-
lowed nothing to transpire beyond the discovery upon his
person of & diamond-cluster which exceeded in value—so it
was reported—the money in the Bank of England.

And then the great throng scattered, wending their way
to the various houses of public entertainment, there to wait
until the next day’s sun should arise and give them light
to proceed on their respective researches.

The Knight and Dragon was beset on all sides by a
crowd of anxious inquirers, all demanding of the landlord
entertainment for a night and a day. The landiord was
put to it to accommodate so unwonted a press upon the
Knight and Dragon’s capabilities. There hadn’t been such
a crowd present at the inn—according to his own words—
since the time when his late Gracious Majesty passed
through Alderley on his way to visit the provincial towns.
But finally, by dint of furbishing up old rooms, and calling
into use beds that had been in disuse for half a century, the
Knight and Dragon was put in & fit condition to receive its
clamorous guests. In the interval before the call to sup-
per, the landlord, impressed with the laudable desire of en-
tertaining those who had honored the inn with their pres
ence on that night, and in order also to distract attention
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from what was going on above-stairs, depicted in vivid
oolors, to those assembled around the fire in the back par-
lor, what had occurred in the matter of the discovery of
the bodies, the inquests, and so on.

Among the listeners to the landlord’s account were two
men who sat together and apart from the rest. About
these men was a calm appearance which contrasted strange-
ly with the excitement and wonder displayed by the
others. .

During the most startling portions of the narrative they
gave no evidence of surprise; but accepted the whole as a
fact, and every successive link in the story as a consequent
upon that which immediately preceded it. To the unob-
servant eye these men would have seemed listless and care-
less. 'To the practical man of observation they would have
seemed alert and professional.

Speaking together in whispers, they waited until the
guests had, one by one, retired to the repast which the
landlord had managed to prepare. Then they approached
him, standing by the fire and observing them with an in-
quisitive eye. '

“Landlord,” said one of them who was apparently the
spokesman for the occasion, ¢ do we understand you to say
there is no clue yet to the guilty party ?”

“None has been found yet. Some people have suspi-
cions, but nothing positive is known.”

“Suspicions? In what quarter?”

“® A pedler—”

The stranger, with a peculiar wave of his hand, checked .
him. - T

“Yes, we know all about that. We will not speak of
the pedler now. No other suspicions ?”

A sudden gleam came upon the landlord’s face as the
guest of the Knight and Dragon asked this question. For
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the first time since the tragedy, the thought of the mystery
of the house in Balfourstreet flashed across his mind.
Why might not that unknown man who dwelt there have
some knowledge of the crime? Why might not he, a
stranger in Alderley and with strange purposes, throw
light upon this hidden mystery ? He was not unknown to
Mr. Arncliffe, for he had been to Framleigh. He was
strong in body and passionate in nature and secret in ac-
tion ; therefore, why might he not be connected, even in a
remote degree, with Mr. Arncliffe’s death ? '
When the stranger had asked if there were no other sus-
picions, the landlord’s first impulse was to answer “No;”
but when, in the next moment, his mind dwelt upon that
old cause of quarrel which had brought dissension to Al-

derley with the theories that had originated in regard to it,

he changed the tenor of his reply.

“The authorities,” he said, “have no other suspicions.
They believe the murderer has left Alderley and has gone
to London ; but I believe”—and here his voice sank to a
whisper as he looked around the room—*“I believe that he
is still here !”

“Here? Where?”

“Here in Alderley.” .

The man who had been questioning the landlord looked
with a meaning look at his companion, who nodded his
head in answer and leaned carelessly against the mantel-
piece.

“You have your own suspicions, then? Tell me, now,
whom you suspect.”

The landlord hesitated. He assumed a serious responsi-
bility in suspecting at all. He would assume a more se-
rious responsibility in naming the object of his suspicions.
The stranger, observing this hesitation, walked slowly up to
him.,

n
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|
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“See here,” he said. “If you have any well-founded
cause of suspicion it is my duty, and it is the duty of my
friend here, to know it. 'We are not questioning you from"
curiosity merely, but to subserve the ends of justice; we
are officers of the law. Now, therefore, who is the object
of your suspicion ?”

“ A man who lives here, and who is a stranger here, and
who calls himself Captain Horace Vernon,” answered the
landlord,

‘When the landlord spoke of Captain Vernon the two
men glanced again at each other. A sudden look of intelli-
gence passed between them, .

“That will do, Limerick,” said the man who had been
leaning against the mantelpiece. “I think we had better
look around a little now. The landlord, here, cin go with
us. He can show us the house and the place where the
body is exposed.”

 All right, Masters. Landlord, get your hat and come
with us, and show us where this Captain Vernon lives.”

The landlord removed his hat from a peg on which it
was hanging, and, calling to a boy in the tap-room on the
side of the parlor to look sharp about him during his ab-
sence, walked with the two men toward the passage leading
to the street. Standing at the entrance, he placed his
hand upon the shoulder of the man nearest him.

“ Now, gentlemen,” he said, “in saying that I suspected
Captain Vernon, I asserted nothing and meant to assert
nothing. If you were to ask me why I suspect him, I
should say that I suspect him because to see a man whom
nobody knows shutting himself up and keeping away from
the world is suspicious. That is my reason, gentlemen,
and I want to be put right on the record.”

“Very well, landlord ; we understand that; you shan’t
suffer. 8o come along,” replied the man addressed as



310 THE HOUBE IN BALFOUR-STREET.

Masters. And then they went out on the street and walked
in the direction of the old house.

On their way the landlord informed his companions of
the various surmises that had arisen in regard to Captain
Vernon and his business in Alderley. He even went so
far as to air his own theory in the matter—the Warlick
theory—and requested their opinion upon the subject.
‘When he mentioned ten years as the limit of Warlick’s
_concealment, Masters laughed slightly and said that he did
not remember the case referred to; but that it was not
probable that Captain Vernon would remain for that
number of years where hé was then, without some knowl-
edge of him and his history getting abroad.

Passing the old house slowly, the landlord spoke to his
companions. “This is the house, gentlemen,” he said ; “Pd
bet the Knight and Dragon, good will and all, that he’s
now in that room in which the light is burning.”

The men glanced up, but made no answer to the land-
lord’s remark. They were satisfied, apparently, in learn-
ing the location of Captain Vernon’s house.

The strangers stood before the front-door of the house in
Balfour-street for a moment, a little apart from the land-
lord, engaged in a whispered conversation. Their eyes
were turned at intervals upon the lighted window and at
intervals upon the door. In the darkness, as if, indeed, in-
stinct with a sort of deadly awakening, the lion’s head
above the entrance stared down upon them with a seeming
menace about its snarling lips.*

“ Now, landlord,” said one of the men, finally, “lead us
to the police-station.”

Under the guidance of the landlord the two men, silent
and thoughtful, threaded the quiet streets until they had
reached a building before which was grouped an excited
but not clamorous assemblage.
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¢ Here is the place,” observed the landlord as they joined
- themselves to the crowd hanging like a fnnge about the
door.

“Thank you. Now, remember,” said, in ‘a whisper, the
man addressed as Masters, “not a word.”

“ Not a word,” repeated Mr. Briggs.

‘With that injunction they left him standing alone and
worked their way, through the gathering, to the door.
For a moment they stood there speaking in low tones to
the pollceman on duty. Then the door opened to admit
them, giving to the loungers without a brief glance at the
magistrates sitting before the table, at the jury sitting
sedately in their chairs, at the gilent figure in the corner
covered with the folded carpet, at the reporters for the press
taking rapid notes, at the tremendous machinery of the law
slowly weaving the toils wherein the law-breaker should
be entrapped and hunted down.
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CHAPTER XXV.
MR, CREECH’S DREAM IS REALIZED.

TO the assemblage on the pavement, patiently awaiting
some intimation of what was transpiring within, the
minutes lagged heavily aften the closing of the door upon
the two strangers who had come up with the landlord.
After a little while, however, a rumor circulated that the
two men who had thus entered were Masters and Limerick
—the latter the great London criminal detective; but the
purpose of their interview was as yet a matter of surmise.
The landlord had discreetly held his peace in accordance
with the suggestion from Masters, and no intimation had
been given to the gossips, by him, of what had occurred.
Therefore the crowd surrounding the station-house was
drifting helplessly, so to speak, upon the sea of doubt with-
out compass or helm.

In the astounding news of the tragedy that had taken
place at the Baron’s Grave Alderley had lost sight of
what had before claimed all its attention. The house in
Balfour-street and its mysterious occupant were forgotten.
There existed—there could exist—no connection in their
minds between the house and its tenant and-the death of
Mr. Amoliffe. ' What had been a mere gossipping recrea-
tion on their part had yielded to a realization of all that
they had ever conceived of the terrible in the crimes that
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had come to affright them, ‘and which had brought with it
that sense of utter helplessness which led them to hurry
homeward when the all-exposing sun had left the earth to
all-concealing darkness.

Patiently waiting for some clue to what was transpiring -
within, the idlers without were finally gratified when, at
the opening of the door, Limerick came out into the street.
He was followed almost immediately by Masters and two
other men. ‘

As the four men walked away, here and there individual
members of the crowd, dropping out of the gathering,
seemed inclined to follow Masters and his companions; but
the detective waved them back with his hand. Leaving
his companions at the corner Masters walked toward the
Knight and Dragon, and Limerick and the other men went
down the street. When they had reached the stables from
which Captain Vernon had been in the habit of engag-
ing Black Dick, they stopped for a moment. The detec-
tive was about to give his companions certain directions as
to their fature movements.

“You, Watts,” he said to one of the men, “ will stand at
the corner above; and you, Carter, will stand at the corner
below. Let there be nothing suspicious in your move-
ments; but keep a careful watch on the house. If Captain
Vernon—you know the man—should attempt to leave the
house, arrest him immediately and take him to the Squire’s
office. Do you understand ?”

“ We understand you, Mr. Limerick,” responded one of
the men.

¢ Dead or alive,” continued the detective, ¢ remember, he
maust not escape you.”

The two policemen—for such they were—touched their
hats and moved away in the direction of the old house to
fulfil their mission. Then the detective pushed open the

14
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wide door that barred his entrance to the stables, and
walked in.

Mr. Chivers, the proprietor, sat at the farther end of the
stables before the fire smoking his pipe. Sanders, the
groom, stood beside him, and they both looked up as he
entered.

The detective, walking toward them, heard Sanders say
to the proprietor, “That’s the cove that come up in the
train to-night. That’s Limerick, the Lunnun detective.”

He approached the proprietor, who did not look at him
‘in the most friendly manner.

“ Where can I find John Chivers, owner of these sta-
bles ?” he asked.

“You needn't go very far, sir, which I say so because
I’m John Chivers,” replied the proprietor.

“Then, Mr. Chivers, I wish to ask you a few questions.
I overheard your friend there”—pointing to Sanders—* tell
you that I was Limerick, the London detective. So reflect
well upon your answers. I will not ask you any question
you will find it hard to answer.”

Mr. Chivers turned nervously in his seat, the better to
look at the detective, and removed his pipe from his mouth
the better to listen. His visitor had taken a memorandum-
book from his pocket and was looking over the leaves.
Having found the page he desired, and having consulted it
for a moment, he commenced to question the proprietor.

“You have a horse in your stables known as ¢ Black Dick’
—have you not #”

“Yes sir, and the best horse in my stables. Nothing
wrong about Black Dick, I hope? I got him at a bargain
at the horse-fair in Little Bradbury last year, which San-
ders knows is the truth and saw me give £50 for him.”

“Oh no, Mr. Chivers. Black Dick is all right so far as
that goes. You hire him out occasionally, do you not #”

.
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“That’s what Black Dick’s for. IfI didn’t hire him out
he ‘wouldn’t pay for his oats.”

“Was Black Dick hired out three days ago ?”

Mr. Chivers looked up inquiringly at the groom. ¢ Three
days ago yesterday,” he said, “was Monday. Wasn’t
that the day Sir John Eden was in town, Sanders ?”

“Sir John Eden he come down on Tuesday, Mr. Chivers,
and that was the day as Captain Vernon got Black Dick
on. I marked it in the book myself.”

“You're right, Sanders.” Then turning to the detective,
Mr. Chivers added, “A gentleman here, strange in his
‘ways, and unbeknown to all, which come here over a month
ago, and ever since shut up in the old house down the
street here, called Captain Vernon, and rode out to Eden
Lodge with Sir John on last Tuesday, which I remarked to
Sanders at the time—"

“Do you remember when this Captain Vernon returned ?”
said the detective, interrupting the flow of Mr. Chivers’s
remarks.

“He came back the next night—the night when they
found Mr. Arncliffe and the other man down at the Baron’s
Grave. He looked angry-like when he came in then, and
said in his bold way, ¢ Here, my man, here’s Black Dick. I
was in a hurry to return and rode him pretty fast,” and
then he walked out again, without so much as a ¢good-
night to ye.”” .

“ At what hour was that ?”

“Nearly seven o’clock in the evening. I heard the
whistle from the London train before he came in,”

“When he left here in what direction did he go; up or
down

“He went down the street—toward where he lives.”

“Did you see him out that night again

“No, sir. 1shut up the stables when he went out, and
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went away. Sanders sleeps here and he might ha’ seen
him.” -

Sanders hadn’t seen anything, however, it appeared, and
the detective went on.

“You do not know, then, whether this Captain Vernon
went back to his house here in Balfour-street, or not, when
he left Black Dick at the stables ?”

“I don’t know; which I couldn’t say whether he went
back or not; and if you was to keep on a-asking for a
~ week, I'd still tell the truth and nothing but the truth.”

In his bewilderment, cansed by the guestions that had
been put to him, Mr. Chivers was gradually becoming mare
oracular in his answers and more impressed with the belief
that he was undergoing a certain kind of legal examina-
tion. He chose his language, therefore, with an eye to that
fact.

The detective, glancing upon the book in his hand, spoke
again.

“ Who are the neighbors of this Captain Vernon ”

“I don’t know much about ’em. I only know one -of
’em—MTr. Creech, a tobacconist.”

“Very good. Could I gain any information from him,
in regard to Vernon’s habits—whether he were in his house,
or not, at such and such an hour on a given night ¥

“ Creech might tell you. He used to look out for him all
day from his shop opposite. And this he told me himself.”

“Ah? Creech—tobacconist—is that the name ?’ asked
the detective, writing in his book.

“That’s the name, sir. Thomas Creech, Tobacconist,
Balfour-street, Alderley. Sign of the Chinee-man at the
door.”

The detective replaced his book in his pocket.

“ What has passed between us,” he said, fixiag his eye
fipon the two men with a serious look, “must be secret,
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you know. The questions you have answered have been
asked by the law. Yon know what that means, I sup-
W?”

“I know what it means,” replied Mr. Chivera “It
means we mustn’t blab.”

“Just so. And now, good mght.” And then the de-
tective walked through the stables and into the street.

In a few moments thereafter he was standing at the front.
door of Mr. Creech’s shop and knocking to bring down its
occupant. The noise of a window opening above him
csused him to look up. A pallid face, staring down out of
it, and a trembling voice demanding to know, in weak ac-
cents, what was wanted, startled him, self-possessed as he
usually was.

“I want the owner of this shop—one Thomas Creech.
Are you he ?”

The wretched little man was about to answer “ No;” but
there was something in the detective’s face that foroed
the truth from him. He therefore admitted that he was
Thomas Creech.

“Then come down ; I want to speak with yow.”

The face disappeared and the window descended with a
loud jar. Waiting for the tobacconist, the detective looked
across the street. The men were at their posts, one at each
corner, and the house over the way gave no evidence of its
being the abiding-place, at that moment, of any living
thing. The windows—one window excepted—were barred
and fastened, and every protruding part of the building
was white with the dust that had thickly settled npon it.

At the opening of the door behind him the detective
turned. Mr. Creech was standing behind the door and
gazing out auxiously. Briefly, and to the point, the de-
tective questioned him. He—the tobacconist—must look
sharp in his answers; did he know one Captain Vernon,
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who lired over the way, by sight? Yes, he knew him by
sight. Had he—the tobacconist again—seen him enter, or
leave, the house over the way on the night of Mr. Arn-
cliffe’s death, and, if so, at what hour? .

Then a ghastly pallor came over Mr. Creech’s face.
Speaking, in his fear of the consequences, mysteriously, he
implored the detective not to have him punished for it.
He told his questioner that he had followed Captain Ver
non on that night and had seen it all; that he would go
with him and tell what he knew ; that he had been fright-
ened and, therefore, had not spoken about it since the oc-
currence.

This confession was even more than the detective had
anticipated. He had thought that possibly Mr. Creech
could throw some light on the mystery of Mr. Arncliffe’s
death; but in the avowal that the latter had just made he
read the clearing up of the terrible doubt which enveloped
the tragedy at the Baron’s Grave.

“Come with me,” he said to the tobacconist. *Tell
what you know and trust to me.”

And then Mr. Creech, accompanied by the agent of the
law, went up the street to find his dream realized, and to
give his evidence before the coroner as to the hour at which
the foreigner had reached, and the hour at which he had
left, the house in Balfour-street, and as to what had followed
his departure. _

When they reached the magistrate’s office the idlers
were still hanging about the doors. They made way for
the detective and the little tobacconist to pass, and strained
their ears to listen to what the latter was saying, They
heard enough to know that he was speaking of the tragedy.
This fact, taken in connection with the other fact of the
terrified expression on his face, led to surmises which were
nearer the truth than were most of the surmises usually in-
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dulged in by the gossips. It was industriously circulated
in the crowd that Mr. Creech knew all about it. He had
been overheard narrating his dream to the detective, and
this gave rise to a rumor that he had dreamed all about it
and that he was going before the coroner to offer, in evi-
dence, his dream as a clue to the guilty party or parties.
And so, amid all manner of wild beliefs, the door closed on
the detective and the tobacconist, and the idle, lounging,
gossipping crowd waited, lounged and gossipped as the
moments passed.
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CHAPTER XXVL
HUNTED DOWN.

IN the silence that pervades the house in Balfour-street,
no echo of what was transpiring without disturbed the
repose of dusty passage and silent room. No movement
was there, save the tremulous motion of the spiders’ webs
clinging to the mouldy walls and vibrating as the wind
swept past them from broken shutter and hidden crevice.
No movement in the figure of Captain Horace Vernon, late
of her Majesty’s service, watching the embers of -the fire in
the room in which he was born.

The hours that had seen the sun rise found him sitting -
there, and the hours that saw the sun waning in the west
left him there. In his look was no anger, in his eye no pas-
sion. The development of that awful destiny which was
his had brought with it a passionless calmness. He had
accepted it with all the solemn responsibilities it had-
brought with it, and he was awaiting that inevitable mo-
ment which, he knew, was to come, and when he was to
leave the house in Balfour-street—perhaps forever. Not to
leave it only, however. But to take leave, in that depar-
ture, of that which had brought repentance to his obdurate
heart—the presence of the woman who wept, iu an early
widowhood, for what had come to-her through act of his.

The deepening shadows—shadows that gathered with
the waning sun—came in through the window and mingled
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their gloom with the gloom that was native to the old
house. The portrait on the wall, looking down on him, be-
came instinct with motion in the uncertain light. - To Cap.
tain Vernon, gazing at it, the face wore something of the
8ad look he had seen in his mother’s eyes when the tears
were wont to fill them in those wild, wrong days of his youth
—days when she spoke to him of his errors and besought
him to lead a better life. In the bitterness that comes with
a repentance almost too late, he knelt beside his chair and
buried his face in his hands. And then he prayed—as he
had often prayed at his mothér’s knee—for peace and quiet
and forgiveness.

When he had risen he went to the door and called for
the old inan.

“ Blacker,” he commenced, when the old man had seated
himeelf, “the time for reparation has come at last. The
death of Mr. Arncliff® has removed the last obstacle to
Bertha’s knowledge of the truth. She must know it to-
night.”

“Time enough,” returned the old man mournfully, shak-
ing his head as he spoke.

“Perhaps,” Captain Vernon went on, “so far as regards
this knowledge, it is better that she alone should be the
possessor of the secret. We do not know how %e would
have received the announcement. It is Aer secret, and if it
be that any tears are to be shed for it, those tears will not
fall because of his proud wrath.”

“No, no! Not now, not now !”

Pausing for a moment, and looking absently into the fire,
Captain Vernon gave himself up to thought. Thought,
which brought in its train the recollection of what was to
be the final expiation. Thought, which led him, finally, to
speak to his companion concerning himself.

¢ Blacker,” he said with this absent look upon him, “de

14*
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you remember, when the dust fell upon me on the night of
my arrival here, that I said if I were superstitious I might
think strangely of that circumstance ?”

“Yes, I remember, Arthur.”

“Well, I am not superstitious; but I feel as if we are to
part to-night.”

“Part? Why part, Arthur?”

“Do you remember what I said to you in speaking of
Monsieur Raphael—that he was involved in my destiny ?”

“Yes; I remember that, also.”

“What I said then may have seemed strange to you
But, unless my presentiments deceive me, you will know to-
night why I made that declaration. You will know to-
night who was the unknown man found in the Baronm’s
Grave.”

“Then it was he?”’ said the old man slowly, with a
dreadful suspicion forming in hispmind—a suspicion to
which he did not dare give utterance in words.

“Yes, it was Monsieur Raphael.”

With the growing suspicion upon him—that ghastly be-
lief almost changed into a certainty when he reflected upon
the fact that Captain Vernon had reached the house in
Balfour-street on the night upon which Mr. Arncliffe had
been found dead—Blacker covered his face with his hands.

“You suspect me, Blacker?” asked Captain Vernon
calmly. :

“Oh, Arthur, Arthur!”

 Appearances are against me, I know,” Captain Vernon
continued ; “but I am innocent.”

“ Oh, Arthur, Arthur!”

“Think you, if I were guilty and had wished to preserve
my life by flight, I could not have escaped on the night of
the death of Mr. Arncliffe and Monsieur Raphael? Wae
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not the path opened to me at that time? Could I not have
been, at this hour, beyond the reach of the pursuers ?”

“If, innocent as you are, there be any fear that you may
be held answerable for the consequences, oh, why did you
not escape, then! Look, Arthur,” he continued, approach-
ing the window and gazing out into the street, “even now
the coast is clear, even now there is a chanoce to escape |”

“No, Blacker. But for one circumstance I would have
gone away. What that circamstance is you need not
know; but it has held me here. I have been too long the
sport of fortune; with nothing to hope for, why should I
wish to save my life! Men who are happy may pamper
and preserve their lives. I would not take a dog’s chance
with the world again, leading the miserable, persecuted ex-
istence that has been mine for nearly ten years, to insure
my safety. Should I be called to account for this act I
shall declare myself guiltless and leave to chance the vindi-
cation of my innocence. I am weary of freedom connected
with a cowardly, skulking life, fearing to meet every man’s
eye and avoiding pursuers. I expect those here, at every
moment, who shall come to claim me. I am only surprised
that they have not come before. But they are on my
track, and when they come they must find me here—where
I was born!”

He struck the table with his clenched hand in his old
way and, as if in echo, a dull sound came to his ears, rising
from the hall below. He lifted his head to listen to it.
‘Was it something that had fallen to the floor and had it
produced that sound ?

He passed his hand through his hair and brushed it from
his face. Then he rose and stood beside the table, as he
had stood on the night of Monsieur Raphael’s arrival.

Again and again he heard it. No doubt, now, of its
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meaning. The iron knocker was proclaiming that another
visitor stood under the lion’s head, demanding admittance.

Blacker looks inquiringly at Captain Vernon. Captain
Vernon answers the look. Do not keep them at the door.
Go down and show them up,” he says.

He speaks with the strange calmness that has made itself
apparent in his manner since his resolve to confront his des-
tiny. Leaning against the mantelpiece, after the old man’s
departure, he waits until his visitors shall be announced.
He hears them in the passage below; not one man, or two
men, but what seems to him, listening to them, a hundred
men. The sound of their heavy footsteps, and the creaking
of the stairs as they ascend, are as audible to him as if he
were among them.

They are in the passage now, and now they are huddled
about the door. He hears a deep voice answer, in response
to a question from one of them, “Let Watts and Carter re-
main in the passage here. I will go in.”

The door opens and a figure stands in the doorway. The
figure of the man who had been addressed as “Masters”
in the conversation between the landlord and the two de-
tectives at the Knight and Dragon inn. Walking to where
Captain Vernon stands, he lays his hand upon his arm.

“It’s a hard thing, Captain Tyrrel,” he says; “but I
must do my duty. I arrest you in the name of the Queen.”

Captain Vernon’s eye falls with a surprised look upon
the speaker. “Ha! Is that you, Masters ?” he says.

“Yes. Luck would have it that I should be in London
when the Frenchman informed on you. It’s a strange
chance, Captain, but not stranger than I have known in my
time.”

“How many men have you brought with you? One
man would have been enough to do this work. How many

- s
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have you in the passage there?” asks the Captain with a
touch of anger in his tone.

“I have two of the Alderley police with me. They come
on the new charge.” '

“The new charge? So! The authorities' suspect me,
then. I knew they would.”

“Come, Captain. We don’t suspect in this case, only,
T'm afraid. I think it’s a clear case against you. Was it
the Frenchman who cut you.in the arm there?” The de-
tective points to his wounded arm and smiles slightly.

“If you suppose,” replies Captain Vernon slowly, that
I was about to deny that I was present when Mr. Arncliffe
and Monsieur Raphael were killed, you are wrong. I was
.there, but they both met their deaths by accident. I want
you to remember that. When did Monsieur Raphael be-
tray me?”

“ On the morning of the day he was killed—that is to say
on Wednesday morning—he came to the police-station in
London in answer, as he said, to the offer of £100 reward
in the T%mes for your recovery, and told us of your where-
abouts. He was to have come up to-night with me to point
you out and to reteive the balance of the reward offered.
I happened to be at the post at the time, and so I came up
here to identify you. When we saw the Frenchman’s
diamond pin described in the newspapers this morning, to-
gether with the description of his person, we knew who the
unknown man was and knew also where to look for the
guilty party. I have given my evidence at the inquest and
have identified the unknown man as Raphael Saint Elme,
and as the man who informed upon you. I hope, Captain,
you may prove your innocence; but it looks to me like a
dead-set against you.”

“How did you know I was wounded? Who told you
of that #”



Bk

826 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET.

« A dagger was found in the pit with blood upon it—"

“I know it,” interrupts Captain Vernon. ¢ Go on.”

“No wound from & knife could be found on either Mr.
Arncliffe or the Frenchman. Blood on the grass near the
edge of the Baron’s Grave; and if I am any judge of such
matters, the stiffness of your right arm and your swollen
hand tell the rest. I won’t swear to it, but I feel certain
that he cut you there.”
. “Yon are right. He did strike me on the arm with his

dagger; but in so doing he was the agent of his own des-

tiny. It was in cutting me that he broke my hold on him,
and it was in rushing away from me that he fell into the
pit. I tell you this and you may repeat it if you like.
Whatever may be the result, I have no purpose to shirk
this responsibility. But what brought him back to Alder-
ley last night—do you know ?”

“No. He said nothing about coming here until he
should return with me. He had received a part of the
money for informing on you and he was to have received
the rest when you should be identified.”

¢ You do not know why he came here; but I do. He
came here to look at the man whom he had betrayed. He
came to feast his hatred on the sight of the man who had
never injured him and against whom he had turned in-
former. He was watching for me somewhere. He followed
me that night to the Baron’s Grave, wondering, perhaps,
where I was going, and it was after Mr. Arncliffe had fallen
over, and when I was turning to leave the place, that I dis-
covered him creeping off. His blood is on his own head. .
He laughed at destiny. He said that chauce raled all
things. I had no anger against him, even when I became
aware that he had been following me up and dogging my
footsteps with the price of blood in his pocket. Had he
not sought to ally murder to his other wrong he would be



THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET. 327

alive to-day!” Speaking with something of his old man-
ner, but with that manner toned down in subjection to the
calmness with which he looked forward to the future, he
walks the room. Following him with his eye, the detective
gazes at him with a look of doubt gradually spreading over
his face. Then he speaks to him again.

“The Frenchman was not the only one who followed
youw. There was another man who saw it all. He is before
the coroner now. His testimony, they say,—I have not
heard what it will be—, will clear up every doubt connected
with the death of Mr. Arncliffe and the Frenchman. That
man’s testimony will either clear you or oconvict yow. I
hope it may do the former.”

¢ Another man, you say? What other mn?”

“The tobacconist over the way there;” and the deteo-
tive, with his thumb, indicates Mr. Creech’s shop. “He saw
the Frenchman watching this house and saw you come up
and go away. And then, when the Frenchman went after
you, he followed both of you.”

“ Why did he follow—did he say ?”

“He gave no reason. He had no reason to give. He
could not help it, he said.”

‘It was he, then, whom I overtook on the common and
whom I heard running along the street.”

When Captain Vernon has said this, he gazes into the
fire for a little while with his thoughtfal look. He is
thinking of how much the tobacconist had witnessed of the
events of that night. Looking up a moment after, he
speaks to the detective,

“ When did you come from Calcutta, Masters ?”
“About two weeks ago. We seem fated to meet

again. As I said before, Captain, it is a hard necessity;
but 2 man must do his duty, you know. It is a grave
charge, and with only one man’s testimony between you
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and death—even if you should escape conviction on the
old charge.”

“1 know the penalty of conviction. You need not speak
of it. I have expected this visit. T had no desire to es-
ozpe it, Masters. I have no wish to avoid the scrutiny of
the law.”

“Have you any preparation to make before you go?
You can have the time if you wish it. Of course.my claim
upon you is prior to the other.”

“Yes; I would require an hour or two before I go. I
desire to send for some one, and I would wish you to delay
until that person shall come. When I shall have seen that
- person I shall be ready to go with,you. I can have that
time, I suppose ?”

“ Yes, Captain, I can give you that time. I only wnsh I
could grant you more than that.”

“ Your arrest of me, I presume, is based on the old
charge ?”

“On the old chqrge. Limerick, the London detective,
has the warrant for your arrest on the present charge.”

“ Where is lre ?”

S Attending the examination before the coroner.”

“Very welL. What o’clock is it now ?” The detective
looks at his watch.

“ Seven o’clook.” ’

“Then give me till ten.”

He lights a candle, sits at the table, and commences to
write. The detective is standing near the door speaking
to one of the policemen. After a minute’s conversation he
addresses Captain Vernon.

“ My duty is not to leave you, Oaptain; but I yield to
your request, trusting that everything is on the square.”

“I have pa.ssed my word, Masters, that I will be ready for
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you in three hours’ time. You need not fear that I shall at-
tempt to escape. You can leave the door open if you like.”

“Your promise not to attempt an escape is sufficient,”
returns the detective. And then he goes out of the room,
leaving Captain Vernon writing. -

In the short interval that elapsed before Captain Vernon
opened the door with a note in his hand, the detective, al-
though confiding in Captain Vernon’s promise that he
would not seek to escape, considered it his duty to send
one of the policemen below to watch the front of the house.
He also made Blacker, seated in his room and weeping in
his anguish, aware of the nature of the charge against
Captain Vernon, or Arthur Tyrrel, which he had called
¢ the old charge.” And this charge involved the fact that
the man who called himself Captain Horace Vernon, late
of her Majesty’s sérvice, was a fugitive from justice with
ah accusation of murder laid to his account.

Thus, then, was the old mystery solvéed; but in solving
it, what greater and darker orime had come to light!
Weeping in the sombre gloom of the old house, Blacker
read the whole story of Captain Vernon’s conduct since his
return to Alderley; the attempt to secure influence; the
strange involvement between him and Monsieur Raphael !
But in that making clear of what was a mystery before
came the terrible revelation of his supposed complicity in
another murderous crime! Weeping in that dark hour,
his sympathy still went out to the suspected man. In all
his vices; in all his follies ; in all his heartless calculations;
he had still loved him. Still loved him in spite of the
wrong which he had made him—the old man—commit ;
the wrong that was buried in the past and which yet re-
mained unatoned for.

The sound of Captain Vernon’s door opening, and the
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Captain’s voice calling him to him, brought Blacker to his
feet. The old man sought him, standing upon the thresh-
old of his room, with the tears still in his eyes.

“This is a bad ending, Arthur,” he said ; “a worse end-
ing than I ever thought of before.”

“Never dwell upon that now, Blacker. Let what is
past remain with the past. We must think of the future
now. Here is a note for Mrs. Arncliffe—for Bertha. Have
it taken to her immediately. You had better go yourself
I had wished you to remain here with me; but as, for her
sake, secrecy is desirable, you had better go.”

As he spoke he handed the note to the old man and
closed the door hastily.

Blacker stood irresolutely for a moment. Wondering at
that utter forgetfulness of danger which characterized Cap-
tain Vernon’s manner, he reflected within himself whether
he were indeed innocent of a criminal shedding of blood,
and whether his sense of that innocence upheld him in his
hour of peril. Then his mind reverted to the note that
Captain Vernon had given him and to its purpose. That
purpose, he knew, was to make known that which had been
so long concealed, and was to bring with it the accomplish-
ment of the hopes for so many years indulged in, and with
it, too, forgiveness for the past. i

Going noiselessly down the stairs, the old man went into
the street upon his mission. The premonitory evidences of
a gathering multitude met his eye in the appearance of a
small knot of eager talkers standing around the policeman
on the pavement and looking up at Captain Vernon’s win-
dow. The rumor of the arrest was abroad, he thought, as
he walked away.

And then for an hour there was silence in the old house
broken only by the creaking of the detective’s shoes as he
walked back and forth in Blacker’s room conversing with
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a comrade, sitting by the fire, of Captain Vernon. Only
that, and the sound of a low moaning from the upper
stairs, where, in the darkness, annoticed and unthought of,
Mary Agnes, prone upon the floor and with her white face
held between her hands, was weeping over the ruin of that
one golden fabric which had made enchantment of her

haunted life.
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"CHAPTER XXVIL

"WHAT MR. CREECH HEARD AND SAW AT THE BARON’S
GRAVE.

HEN Mr. Creech, accompanied by Limerick, the Je-
tective, made his appearance before the coroner, he.
did so with the old fear upon him of becoming involved in
the Balfour-street mystery intensified into a dreadful hor-
ror. His first performance, after dropping into a chair, was
to ask for water. When that was given him, and when he
had wet his parched throat and lips, he stared around him
with an anxious look. His gaze fell upon the coroner and
the magistrates seated at the table, with pens and paper
before them, with the air of executioners, and thereafter,
with a sudden shudder, upon the motionless object in the
corner, bearing the human shape and covered with the
piece of faded carpet.

Upon the right of the local ministers of the law, Sir
John Eden sat with a depressed look upon his face. His
mind was dwelling upon the serious accusation brought
against Captain Vernon and on the fact of his being a
fugitive from a similar charge. And he was thinking, too,
of how far the responsibility of what had occurred devolved
upon him in having allowed himself to be the agent of
the Captain’s presentation to Mrs. Arncliffe. In common
with the other magistrates he cherished a lingering hope
that some palliating circumstances might be connected
with Captain Vernon’s presumed share in the tragedy.
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But with the testimony afforded by the statements of the
detectives ; the testimony that directly implicated Captain
Vernon with the unknown man found dead with Mr. Arn-
cliffe ; he and they were forced to the conviction, in com-
mon mth the detective who had apprehended Captain
Vernon, that the appearance of affairs was against the
prisoner.

The entrance of Mr. Creech interrupted the conversation
between Sir John and the magistrates. When the tobac-
cqpist had taken his seat—with the staring look about him—
the coroner said, “Is this the prisoner; is this Captain
Vernon, as he calls himself, Mr. Limerick?” Sir John,
casting his look in the direction of the unhappy tobacco-
nist, smiled in despite of the serious business before them
at the contrast between that dejected little man and the
subject of the coroner’s remark.. The detective, bending
a little forward, made the coroner aware of Mr. Creech’s
identity.

“Ah! a witness? Pray, where did you find him, and
how, Mr. Limerick ?” asked Mr. Jarvie, when the det,eotwe
had given him the information.

“ By accident, sir. I discovered that he had been in the
habit of watching this Captain Vernon. He lives on the
same street, opposite Captain Vernon’s house. When I
spoke to him concerning the Captain’s movements on last
night, he confessed to me that he knew all about them ;
that he had followed him and had seen the whole affair as
it occurred.”

“This is very singular! Why did you not appear at the
inquest this morning and give your testimony ?” asked the
coroner sternly of Mr. Creech. Mr., Jarvie could be fierce
enough away from the presence of the man whom we all
deplore.

“T don’t know, your Worship! I suppose because I was
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frightened I”” returned the tobacconist, looking uneasily at
his questioner. .
“ Frightened! What! had you been threatened ?”
“Oh, no! Nobody knew that I saw it. I never men-

" tioned it to a soul. I——I was afraid!” The glass of

water was near his hand, and he again refreshed himself
with its contents, and then passed his tongue over his lips
to moisten them.,

“ And you were going to allow this terrible mystery to
remain in darkness without uttering a single word to olear
it up ?” continued Mr. Jarvie, looking around at his col-
leagues with an expression of profound astonishment upon
his face.

Mr. Creech again sipped at the water before replying.
“No,” ‘he said finally, with a choke. “If anybody would
ha’ had to swing for it, I'd ha’ come out and told about it.
I hope, your Worships, you won’t be too hard on me.
Consider, your Worships. Here was I—" He paused as
he observed that the magistrates were engaged in earnest
conversation and were not noticing him. Then he tried
the detective, speaking in a confidential whisper, and lean-
ing over toward him, “ Here was I, sir, you see—""; but
observing that the officer walked up and down the room,
paying no attention to him, he consulted, first the glass of
water, then his hat lying in his lap, and, finally, the faces
of the whispering speakers. But as no consolation could
be drawn from any of these, his gaze, resting for an instant
upon the hidden figure in the corner, went out of the win-
dow through which the shadows of night were entering;
and in a little while he had almost forgotten the pres-
ence in which he sat, as his memory, put into action by
the gathering gloom without, recalled the long, dreary
walk of the night before, the cautious pursuit and the

bloody ending.
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Mr. Creech, looking out of the window abstractedly with
that scared expression in his eye; thinking of Captain
Vernon and of the measure of his own guilt in having wit-
nessed the occurrences at the Baron’s Grave; was recalled
to himself by a question from Sir John Eden. One of the
magistrates, with pen in hand, looked at the tobacconist
over his spectacles pending the question.

“We are to understand,” said the baronet, “that you
witnessed the death of Mr. Arncliffe and of the man who
was found near Mr. Arncliffe ?”

Gazing furtively from Sir John to the holder of the pen,
and from the holder of the pen to the object which the
carpet concealed, Mr. Creech replied, * Yes, your Wor-
ships, I saw it all.” The pen having recorded the question
and the answer, and the eyes having been again, much to
the tobacconist’s discomfort, turned upon him over the
spectacles, Sir John went on.

“ Your name”—consulting a paper handed him at that '
moment by the detective—* your name is Creech, I be-
lieve.”

¢ Thomas Creech,” returned the tobacconist with an air
of apologizing for the “ Thomas.” ¢ Thomas Creech, sir,
tobacconist.” Mr. Creech stopped in his breathing for a
moment to watch, with open mouth, the movements of the
pen as that fact was also recorded. When his announce-
ment had finally been noted down, and when the discon-
certing eyes were again fixed upon him, he drew a long
breath and stared at the baronet.

Sir John’s next movement was to whisper to the magis-
trates. After a short consultation, Mr, Creech was ordered
to stand up. Then the oath was administered to him, to
tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth in
the statement that he was about to make and in the evi-
dence that he was about to give.
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With the memory of his oath upon him, Mr. Creech was
led up to the corner. He stood there with a blanched face
and looked upon the motionless figure while the carpet
was slowly dragged from it.

“Stand out of the witness’s light,” said Mr. Jarvie
“ Look upon this body, witness. Can you identify it ?”

“To the best of my belief, I can, your Worship. To the
best of my belief this is him as come a-creeping up last
night and stood by the Chinee in front of my own door a-
watching of Captain Vernon’s house. This is the man as
follered Captain Vernon and this is the man as I follered.
This here party, your Worship, was the one as stabbed
Captain Vernon and afterwards broke away from him and
fell into the Baron’s Grave.”

“You feel certain that this is the body of the man whom
you describe ?”

“To the best of my knowledge and belief, this is the
man,” replied Mr. Creech, in a low and cautious tone.
Then he added, ¢ Was there a cloak found with him ?”

The cloak which had wrapped the body around was held
up for the tobacconist’s inspection. As, once before, it had
served to satisfy Mr. Creech of its wearer’s identity so now
it resolved his mind.

“1 can swear t6 that cloak, your Worship. This is the
man,” :

When Mr. Creech had made this answer, the carpet, at
& motion from the coroner, was replaced, and the pale
visage of what had once been Monsieur Raphael Saint
Elme, from Paris, was shut out from the inquiring eyes
that had inspected it.

“In order to save time,” said Sir John, when the to-
bacconist had seated himself preparatory to continuing
his testimony, “ you will make your statement in your
own way, Mr. Creech. You will take care to narrate
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everything that you knmow concerning the killing, and to
avoid, as far as possible, whatever is disconnected from the
case. You are upon your oath, remember. The life of a
fellow-man may depend upon your answers, but you must
not forget that justice is to be satisfied in the statement
you may make. Now, sir, proceed—and slowly, so that
what you have to say may be taken down.”

“Well,” commenced Mr. Creech, preparing himself by
moistening his lips with a draught of water, “ how I come
to foller Captain Vernon and the other one—"

“The man whom you have just identified ?” interrupted
one of the magistrates. .

“Yes, your Worship. As far as I could judge he was
the man I follered. How I come to foller them was this,
I, sitting at my winder opposite, and watching of Captain
Vernon’s house—if you ask me why I was sitting there and
watching it, I'd say I had no particular reason, I'd say I
was in the habit of looking out for him, I'd say why I was
looking out for him was because he had gone away the
evening before and I was wondering what he was up to
and when he’d come back.” Here the witness paused to
wipe his face with his handkerchief, and to say, “ Where
was I, your Worships ?”

“You were sitting at your window watching Captain
Vernon’s house.?

“Oh! so I was, your Worships! Sitting at my winder
about half-past six o’clock on the night when it occurred, I
see & man—a small man, your Worships, a small slim man,
the man in the corner there—a-coming on the street, quiet-
like, and wrapped up in a cloak. What with the cloak and
what with the man’s way—his way being the way of a cat
—1 says to myself, says I, ‘I see that man and I see thst
closk afore.’ Then Ilook closer. Then I says to myself,
¢ Where I see that cloak and where I see that man was not

16
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many nights ago, late, in Captain Vernon’s room.” That’s
what made me watch him when he come up, because when
he went away that same night I'm telling you of, your
Worships, he left very late and very mysterious-in his
way.”

Mr. Creech moistened his lips with his tongue and swal-
lowed before proceeding.

“ When I see the man come up in that sly way,” he went
on, “I think, what’s up? What, as connected with Cap-
tain Vernon, s up? I see him cross over the street when
he had reached the hounse and stand near my door by the
side of the Chinee there. Then I see him look at Captain
Vernon’s winder, where there was a light a-burning—but a
low light like the light of a fire. He thought he was there,
perhaps; perhaps he didn’t; but there he stood a-watching
of the winder, and there I sat a-watching of him. He might
have been there ten minutes when he lit a match and com-
menced to smoke, He commenced to smoke & cigarette.
Then I knew, what I wasn’t certain of afore, that he was a
foreigner.”

At this juncture Mr. Creech strengthened himself with
another pull at the glass of water and went on with his
narrative. . .

“Watching him, I thinks to myself, you’ll have a time
a-waiting, my friend, whoever you are, if you’re a-waiting
for Captain Vernon. I knew that the Captain had gone
away the day before with you, your Worship”—to Sir John
—*“and I knew that he hadn’t returned. After a while I
hear & sound of coming footsteps on the pavement, maybe
a square away. It was a quiet night, and those footsteps
were the first I hear since the man come up and commenced
to watch the house. I see the man beneath my winder
bending to look from behind the Chinee at who was a-com-
ing. When-I see him do that I bend in the winder—so,
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your Worships,”—illustrating his meaning by leaning as
far to one side in his chair as was consistent with the pres-
ervation of his balance,—“and then who should I see
a-coming on the street but Captain Vernon a-walking as if
something was follering of him and he was making haste
to get out of its reach.”

“ Apparently excited ?” questioned Mr. Jarvie.

“ Apparently, your Worships, very much excited. Ap-
parently, your Worships, very angry about something.
Apparently, what I'd call fremendiously excited.”

“ Well #”

“Welll When we both bend for’ard to watch him
a-coming on the street—me and the man below—I see him
with his hand held over his head and shaking it like. Then
the man with the cloak throws his cigarette on the pave-
ment and stamps it out.  We—me and the man standing
near the Chinee—both watch to see him go into the house.
‘What I thinks to myself when I see the other one—"

“The man on the pavement under your window ?”

“Yes, your Worship. When I see the other one—why
I call him tAat is, because Mr. Arncliffe, s was one, and
the man I’'m talking about was the other one, as was found
—when I see him a-stamping his cigarette out, I says to
myself| says I, you don’t want to be seen, my friend ; that’s
what yow're up to. Then I turn to look at Captain Ver-
non. I see him standing at his door for a little while and
then I see him walk back the same way he had come, still
shaking his hand and tossing his head and th.h that way
about him of being follered np.”

Sipping at the water, crossing his leg from left to right
and then from right to left, staring at his listeners with
that same furtive look, wiping his face with his handker-
chief and moistening his dry lips with his dry tongue, Mr.
Creech, in the time consumed in these actions, paused, and
then went on.
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“Your Worships! If I was to tell you now that wheh
Captain Vernon went off in that way of being follered, the
other one, Ae crept after him like his shadder, I'd be a-telling
of you gospel! Like his shadder, your Worships! Like
his shadder a-creeping on his toes! When I see that—
when I see Captain Vernon walking away and the other

- one a-going after him—I says to myself, says I, ‘T’d like to
know what’s up! I'd like to know why the other one’s

a-follering of Captain Vernon in that sort of style! I'd

like to know what he’s up to to-night!” When I say that

to myself, I go down stairs and open the door and walk
into the street. Ilock the door behind me, and then I fol-

ler after them.” ' .

“You had no purpose beyond curiosity in following #”

“No purpose, your Worship! None! You call it cu-
riosity. I call it something that I couldn’t help, your Wor

_ ships!”

“Well 2

“Well! When I reach the street, Captain Vernon and
the other one was gone. Captain Vernon, he aas in_the
next square, walking away rapidly; the oﬁ one, he
wasn’t far behind him. I could hear Captain Vernons
footsteps, but I couldn’t hear the footsteps of the other one,

_ For why? I told you before, your Worships, he was
a-walking on his toes! Pm on my oath now, your Wor
ships, and I’'m a-telling you the truth. I, follering of the
other one—7 walk on my toes, too. That’s the way we
went, your Worships, through the streets till we reached
the Lunnun road.”

“Go on. What more ?”

“Your Worships! I'm a-telling you, as near as I can
get to it, the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the
truth. I was frightened. It was a misty night and a cold
night, and the wind was a-blowing across the .common.
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couldn’t see Captain Vernon after he’d got away from the
lamps of the town and I could only keep the other one in
sight by keeping close to Aim. I knew, though, which way
Captain Vernon was a-going by the track of the other one.
We weut in that way along the road. I see ahead of me,
when near the Hall, maybe a hundred yards, a light coming
out of the gate-keeper’s lodge and falling on the hedge.
Then I see Captain Vernon come into the light and stop
there for a while and look in. When he stopped I knew
the other one, though I didn’t clearly see him, had stopped
likewise. So I stop and wait. " Close to the hedge, your
‘Worships, bending down in this way, I stop and wait.”

Again, in token of the manner in which he had bent
down on that occasion, Mr. Creech cowered in his chair,
assuming, for an instant, the figure of a misshapen dwarf.

“ Watching Captain Vernon standing with the light from
the winder a-falling on him,” he resumed, “I see him go
off suddenly like as if he was shot out of a gun. I see him
‘come out of the light back on the road and toward me
and the other one. Then I get back farther in the shadow
of the hegre until he had passed. In about a half a minute,
I a-waiting for him, I see the other one a-creeping along
the road after Captain Vernon. Then I come into the road
myself and foller after.”

“ When Captain Vernon passed you, did you notice that
excited manuer in him ?”

“No, your Worships, and that struck me as strange.
He seemed to have walked his passion off He was going
along the road, swift but quiet in his way. A-looking, as
near as I could judge, straight ahead of him. Follering of
the other one, and when opposite the road branching off to
the Baron’s Grave, I see him turn into that road. Into that
road, then, your Worships, I turn too. When we had
gone about a quarter of 8 mile, more or less, I see the other
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one stop short, and get into the shadow of the hedge. Ido
the same and then I wait again.”

At a motion from Mr. Creech, the detective replenished
his empty glass. When that was done Mr. Creech drank
of the water, ran his tongue over his lips, swallowed, and
resumed where he had left off.

“I wait there, maybe ten minutes. I think, waiting
there, that I hear Captain Vernon atalking to hisself I
hear something like a voice—one voice as if talking alone.
Howsomever, your Worships, I keep my eye on the other
one, or on the place where he disappeared again the hedge.
I watch that place so, your Worships.”

Fixing his eye upon a far corner of the room—but not the
corner wherein lay the silent figure—in testimony of the
mauner in which he had watched the spot of the other
one’s disappearance, Mr. Creech became rigid for an instant
with a stony and unnatural stare.

“Suddenly, your Worships,” he continued, bringing his
eye slowly around toward the officers of the law, “ I hear
the sound of talking cease. Then I see the other one, com-
ing out of the shadow of the hedge like a ghost—like a
small ghost, your Worships, to tell the truth and nothing
but the truth, wrapped up in & cloak—and creeping away
along the road as before. Then I foller once more. I
come to a stile over the hedge which, a little while before,
I see the other one stand for a moment like a ghost again
the sky atop of it. I cross that stile and get into the com-
mon. The common was dark and it was hard to see the
other one. But I hurry up and trace him, almost on his
heels. Keeping close to him I see him turn to the right
and cross another stile and get into the road again. Then
I foller him for 8 hundred yards or so until, your Worships,
we reach the Baron’s Grave.”

With the recollection of that time upon him, Mr. Creech’s
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hue became of a whiter character, his lips of a dryer con-
dition, his manner of speaking more mysterious. The pro-
found attention with which his statement was received
tended, also, to disturb his nerves, and he continued his
narrative with uneasy glances at his listeners and with a
slow measurement of his words. '

“The first thing I see, your Worships, when we reach
the bridge, was to see the other one get in among the old
logs and planks lying on the side of the road. The re-
mains of the old wooden bridge, your Worships. Then I
creep up and get behind another lot of planks on the other
side of the road and reach the farthest end. From that
place I see Captain Vernon. From that place I see, sitting
on his horse near the bridge, motionless, Mr. Arncliffe.
They—Captain Vernon and Mr. Arncliffe—had been talk-
ing before I got up. What was said I don’t know; but
they had been talking. Then I bend down under the planks
with my head out, look out, and listen. The first thing I
hear when I commence to listen was to hear Mr. Arncliffe
say to Captain Vernon, ‘ Have I ever met you before, sir ?’
and to hgar Captain Vernon answer, ¢ Never, sir.” Then
Mr. Arncliffe, he says, ¢ Ah P and straightens himself on his
horse like.”

“You speak of Mr. Arncliffe as sitting on his horse near
the bridge,” said one of the magistrates. “How near was
that to the edge of the precipice ?”

“ Mr. Arncliffe, he was about six feet, a8 near as I could
judge, from the side of the pit. Captain Vernon, he was
standing near the horse’s head toward me, like.”

“Very well. Describe what occurred afterward.”

“When Mr. Arncliffe straightened himself upon his
horse, proud like, he went on to say that, if Captain Vernon
wanted to speak with him, he would listen to him, although
where he was then wasn’t the place he’d choose to talk
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- with a gentleman on business. Which Captain Vernon
said to that, that he knew it, and that he was a petitioner—
or a word like that—and he must accept circumstances as
he found them. Which Mr. Arncliffe, he said then, ¢ Now,
gir, to your business.’”

The tobacconist, when he had reached this point, looked
down at his hat meditatively, and with an air of seeking to
remember what had followed. Then he gazed for a little
while suspiciously at the rapid pen transcribing his state-
ment, and finally, when the pen had ceased its movements,
proceeded with what he had to say.

“ When Mr. Arncliffe, he told Captain Vernon to proceed
with his business, as I said before, Captain Vernon, he re-
marked, ¢ Before I commence, Mr. Arncliffe, with what I have
to tell you, let me say to you that I have the honor of an
acquaintance with Mrs. Arncliffe and that I have been a
visitor at Framleigh-Place. I do not tell you this, hoping
it may be of avail in what I am about to ask you, but be-
cause I consider it your right to know this, and because I
think it proper that you should know it.’. Then Mr. Arn-
cliffe, he says, ¢ Well, sir?” He says thatin a groud way.
Captain Vernon goes on, * What-I have to ask df you, Mr.
Arncliffe, is a exercise of your influence in my behalf I
came here to Alderley a month ago hunted down. I'm
a-hunted down now’—I'm a-giving you the words exact,
your Worships—*‘and you car save me if you will exert
that influence.’ ‘I beg your pardon, sir, says Mr. Arn-
cliffe, or using words to that effect, which I was a-paying
more attention to what Captain Vernon had to say, your
‘Worships—*I beg your pardon, sir,’ says he, ‘but I don’t
understaud you.’ Then Captain Vernon commences in a
fierce way, ‘ If a man has been a reckless’—I think that was
the word, your Worships—‘ man in his day,’ rays he, ‘and
if he has committed errors, that is no reason wby he.
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shouldn’t be permitted to reform, sir’ ¢No, sir,’ says Mr.
Arncliffe, meaning, I suppose, as it was only the fair thing
to give a man a chance, and—" : '

“Never mind your suppositions. Give us the conversa-
tion as you remember it,” interrupted Sir John.

“I beg your pardon, your Worship. When Mr. Arn-
cliffe said ‘no, sir,” Captain Vernon, he says, ‘Then, Mr.
Arncliffe, when I sought—as I did seek—to reform, and
when I met sneers and taunts’—I ain’t so sure about the
¢ sneers,” but I can swear to the ‘taunts,’ your Worships
—*for what I had been, I was justified in resenting,’ says
he, ‘the insults as knaves and fools heaped upon me—
wasn’t I, sir?” Which Mr. Arncliffe said he was the beat
judge of that hisself, and that if his conscience justified
him, ‘why,’ says he, ‘do yon ask me?’ Then Captain
Vernon, he said, ‘ My conscience did justify me, but the
world did not. Listen, Mr. Arncliffe, while I tell you of how
I was treated.” Says Mr. Arncliffe, says he, ¢ Go on, sir, I
am a-listening.’ ‘I was insulted,” says Captain Vernon,
‘in the regiment to which I was attached, by a superior
officer. :I resented the iusult on the spot,’ says he, ‘and
challenged the officer who insulted me.” Mr. Arncliffe, he
says, ¢ You committed a breach of >—of something or other,
your Worships—"

¢ Discipline ?”

“That’s the word as he used! ‘You committed a
breach of discipline,’ says he, ¢ and for this you were doubt-
less punished.” ‘I was punished,” answers Captain Vernon.
‘But for why? Because the officers. as sat upon the
court-martial that tried me hated me. I was cashiered and
driven from the service.” When he said that, Mr. Arncliffe
remarked that he had oughter known his duties better and
wanted to know if he wished his influence to get put back
again into the service. Which Captain Vernon answered,

15*




348 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET.

¢No, Mr. Arncliffe. It wasn’t for that, but for what fol-
lered that. When I was driven from the service,’ says he,-
‘my old disgrace follered me. Men whom I despised felt
a8 I was their equal because I Aad been disgraced.’
Then he went on to say that he had sought to reform.
Baut, he said, it was all in vain. Men remembered his dis-
grace, and some thought that becamse he had become
milder in his ways he was cowed by what had been put up-
on him. There was one man, he said, as tried to raise
a laugh again him for his dismissal from his regiment.
That man sneered at him in a crowded room in Calcutta,
and he struck him down, with one blow, at his feet—killed
him, your Worshipa. Mr. Arncliffe remarked as that was
murder. Which Captain Vernon then replied, that society
and the law said the same thing, and what he was there at
the Baron’s Grave that night for was to see Mr. Arncliffe
and to ask him to use his influence and get the dishonor
taken off of him—he being a fugitive at that blessed mo-
ment from the law with & reward offered for his ar
rest.”

Sir John, looking at Mr. Creech intently, caught the lat-
ter’s eye for a moment, nodded to him once or twice and
said, “Go on. We are listening.”

“When Captain Vernon said that he was a fugitive with
a price on his head, Mr. Arnoliffe, he straightened hisself up
as straight as a arrow, your Worships, and says, ‘I cannot
assist you. Whatever sympathy I might ha’ had for you,
you have made useless by daring to cross my threshold and
by lifting your eyes to the face of my wife." They at least,’
he says, your Worships, a-straightening of hisself more and
more till he looked more like a stature astride the horse
than a living man, ¢ they at least, sir,’ says he, ¢should have
been spared your presence.’ Then Captain Vernon says,
‘Have & care, Mr. Arncliffe, and don’t anger me. Have s
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care how you add to the wrongs the world has heaped upon
me. I told you of my disgrace, trusting that you would
assist me. ] humbled myself,’ he says, ‘in making of that
confession, and you give me a dog’s answer. Is this hon-
orable, is this manly, Mr. Arncliffe?’ says he. ‘Youn have
my answer,” Mr. Arncliffe sayes; ‘such as it is, you have
my answer. I will not betray you. I will not turn infor-
mer upon you; but I warn yon that you cross the threshold
of Framleigh at your peril—not the peril of the law but the
peril arising from my personal intervention. Now, sir,’ he
says, ‘let me pass!’ With that he turns his horse’s head
toward the road, but Captain Vernon holds on to the bridle
and says, with & scornful laugh, that he must listen to him.
What with Captain Vernon’s holding on to the horse and
Mr. Arncliffe’s urging of the horse for’ard—for Mr. Arn-
cliffe was a telling of Captain Vernon to let go or he’d cut
him with the whip—the horse gets scared and commences
to pull back on his hind-feet. Then Captain Vernon, hold- .
ing on to the rein, told Mr. Arncliffe to jump from the
saddle, as he couldn’t hold the horse and it would be death
if the horse went back’ard to the edge. But Mr. Arucliffe
keeps on whipping of the horse for’ard, which Captain
Vernon was a-pulling of his bridle at the same time. Then,
your Worships, of a sudden I hear something like a snap
and a cry, and I see Captain Vernon come a-reeling toward
me again the planks. He falls again them so close to me
that I can see the bit of bridle in his hand. I says to my-
gelf, says I, ‘It’s all up with Mr. Arncliffe. Mr. Arncliffe
has gone over the edge of the pit!’”

“You saw what you have described, and heard what you
have repeated, clearly, Mr. Creech? There was no other
struggle on the edge of the Baron’s Grave?” questioned
the baronet.

“No struggle, your Worship, but that struggle to drag
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the horse from the danger. It was like a flash. Here was
Mr. Amcliffe a-trying to urge the horse for’ard, which the
horse at that time was a-rearing up on his hind-feet, and
Captain Vernon a-trying to pull him back—out of the dan-
ger, it seemed to me, judging from his words to Mr. Arn-
cliffe when he told him to jump off In a single instant,
your Worships, I see the horse and rider disappear, and
just then Captain Vernon he come a-staggering back, like
he was knocked down, with the piece of rein in his hand.
That’s what I see, your Worships, and that’s what I'm on
my oath to tell !”

Here the magistrates held a brief consultation. There
was an apparent lighting up of their faces as if a great bur-
*den had been removed from their hearts. Then they set-
tled themselves in their seats again, and nodded to the

tobacconist to go on.

“Your Worships! When I see what had happened to
Mr. Arncliffe I think for the first time of the other one. I
think, too, of myself. I was that scared that I could hardly
creep along the planks to get into the common and to run
back to Alderley. I creep away and leave Captain Vernon
standing in the road like a stature. I creep away and cross
the road and get into the shadder of the hedge, wondering
what’s become of the other one. When I get near the
hedge, I look over my shoulder behind me and I see him
about ten feet off, bending down in the dust and trying, I
think, to decide which way was Alderley. I should judge
from the other one’s ways,-which I think I already said was
the ways of a cat, that he had never been there before and
didn’t much know which was which. Then of a sudden I
hear a loud cry, something like a word in French, and I
look closer from the hedge. I sce Captain Vernon come
up suddenly like a shadder and jump at the other one.
The other one he hollers to Captain Vernon to let him go.
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Captain Vernon he lifts him up and keeps a-holt of him by
the collar. ‘Musha Raphael,’ I hear him say, ¢ what brings
you here? Why did you.foller me, Musha Raphael ?
Then the other one he swears in French, and hollers again
for Captain Vernon to let him go. It is so dark where I
am that I can creep up opposite them. I creep up so, your
Worships.”

In his explanatory way the tobacconist follows the wall
of the room crouchingly for a few feet, and then returns to
his seat.
~ “I creep up in that way,” he resumes, “ until I get oppo-
site them. Then I hear Captain Vernon say, ‘Musha Ra-
phael, I know you have betrayed me, but why did you
foller me? Were you follering of your destiny, Musha
Raphael, or was it chance as led you here? He was still
a-holding of the other one by the collar—the other one at
the time having his back to the bridge. Looking at them,
and just as Captam Vernon gets through speaking, I see
the other one’s hand fly up in the air and I see likewise
something shine like as if it might be a knife. I see him
bring his hand down on Captain Vernon, and then I see
him break away from the Captain’s holt, running toward
the pit. I lose sight of him as he jumps into the field, and
then I hear a loud cry of ¢ Murder!’ come from him and I
know %e’s gone over too, your Worships !”

“You feel positive that Saint Elme held a knife in his
hand ?” asked Sir John Eden.

“Positive. For why? I see it a-shining like, with a
dull shine, your Worships, when he lifts his arm up and
brings it down again like a flash.”

“Was Captain Vernon’s manner threatening at the .
moment he was holding the Frenchman and speaking to
him ?”

“I couldn’t well describe his manner, your Worships
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I wouldn’t ha’ called it threatening. He seemed to be
talking more to hisself than to the other ome. I should
judge, your Worships, from the way he spoke, that he was
not surprised to catch the other one up to follering of him.
Leastways, that was how it seemed to me.”

“ When the Frenchman broke away what did Captain
Vernon do? Did he follow him #”

“No, your Worships. He stood there like as if he was
struck of a heap. It seemed to me as if the ory of ¢ mur-
der’, a-coming back, had struck him and staggered him.
That’s how it appeared to me, your Worshipa.”

“ What was Captain Vernon’s next movement ?”

“T left him standing there while I went along the hedge.
I left him there and got into the road and made off for
Alderley. I think he must have come after me pretty
quick, because why, when I get about five hundred yards
down the road I see something come out of the field and
cross the road, and I hear it call to me to stop. But I
don’t stop, your Worships. I keep on a-running ; for what
with the lanterns as was all around us, which the other
one’s cry had brought them out, and what with the fear I
have of being took up for a guilty party, I think to myself,
thinks I, that if I can reach my shop, your Worships, I’ll
be better off than out in that ’ere dark common, with
such work going on around me as I had just looked at !”

Drinking, for the twentieth time, of the water at his side,
the witness to the horrors of the night previous again
passed his tongue over his lips and swallowed with a pain
ful effort. He wiped his face with his handkerchief once
more; and watched the gliding pen, and glanced from face
to face with the same furtive look, as if doubtful of the
verdict. Then he crossed and recrossed his leg, first the
right and then the left, fambled anxiously with his hat,
looked into that article of wearing apparel, apparently for
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consolation, found none there, fixed his eye upoun the rep-
resentatives of the law, and waited.

While Mr. Creech waited the magistrates took counsel.
The detective, standing at a respectful distance from them,
seemed, in a different way however, to be waiting also.
In this condition of taking counsel and of waiting the min-
utes passed on until the council was over.

No cross-examination; no skilful framing of questions,
having for their purpose the possible inveiglement of Mr.
Creech into a maze of uncertainty ; no suggestion of a pos-
sible misunderstanding on his part of what had trauly oo-
curred in that fatal interview at the Baron’s Grave, could
shake the tobacconist’s testimony or could serve to present
the measure of Captain Vernon’s responsibility in a differ-
ent light from that which had been given it by the evidence
of this single witness. Clearly innocent of crime ; olearly
the viotim of & most extraordinary evil chance; clearly a
man who would have expiated his misfortunes in an un-
righteous - death, but for the miraculous intervention, in
that dire moment of calamity, whish had enabled him who
had devoted his days to watching him to testify in his

behalf, Captain Vernon passed from the shadow of suspi-
" cion, a8 the pedler had passed from the shadow of suspicion
before him ; and the mystery of the Baron’s Grave, antici-
patorily explained by the rapid writers for the world’s in-
formation, became & mystery no more,
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

CAPTAIN VERNON MAKES REPARATION AND BSOLVES THE
LAST MYSTERY CONNECTED WITH THE HOUSE IN BAL-
FOUR-STREET.

IN ber bridal chamber—sacred now to the memory of the
dead—Mrs. Arncliffe dwelt upon what had transpired in
the last three days and sought, in her blind desolation, to
read the future. She thought of that strange chance that
had led her to Eden Lodge and of the stranger chance that
had brought Captain Vernon there to avow his fatal love
to her. And then her mind rested upon Mr. Arncliffe’s
return and upon the dark tragedy that had found its com-
pletion in the night-shadows of the Baron’s Grave. What
had brought Mr. Arncliffe home so suddenly ? she thought.
Her mind went out in vague surmises, but always to come
to one conclusion—that the only lips which might have
spoken were silent in death.

The events of these terrible days were to her but as por-
tions of a hideons dream. The memory of that love which
~had owed its birth to a miserable chance; which had
brought with it tears and agony; which had culminated,
as she believed, in crime; came to harass her in her aﬂ;io-'
tion and to add itsstrength of sorrow to the sorrow for her
great loss. For, however failing in the love she should
have given him, she had always honored and respected
Mr. Arncliffe. And, amid her tears, she thought of him as
dead and as dying in ignorance of the fidelity with which,
in crushing the passionate instincts of her heart, she had

b
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proven herself worthy-of the trust he had confided to her
keeping.

A knock at the door interrupted her meditations. It
was doubtless her maid come to light the room. Mrs.
Arncliffe had instructed her, when the night had come on,
to attend her in an hour; and so she called to the knocker
to come in. ’

The door opened and Susan entered. * Here is a note,
ma’am, that has just been brought. The gentleman who
brought it is below,” said the maid.

Mrs. Aruncliffe looked up and received the note from
Susan’s hand. It was addressed to Mrs. Arncliffe, Fram-
leigh-Place, and the bold and arrogant sweep of the writing
made her half guess the source whence it had come. She
broke the seal and read these words :

“1 must see you. I am in the hands of the law and can-
not come to you. I am hunted down on two charges—
murder and evasion of trial for an old offence. If you are
as generous as the world gives you credit for being, come
to me before it is too late. I am innocent of a wilful shed-
ding of blood. Come to me and let me make reparation to
you for what I have done to your detriment. The bearer
of this note, the friend who lives with me, will accompany
you. Notwithstanding what has paseed, you cannot refuse
this last request that I shall ever make.

“ VERNON.
¢ No. 40, Balfour-street.”

Few as these words were, they sufficed to send the blood
to her heart and to cover her face®with a whiteness greater
than had been there before. In the brief moment that
elapsed between the reading of the note and her struggling
recovery from the shock that Captain Vermon’s written
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words had given her, she had made her resolve. And that
resolve was to go to him immediately. To go to him in this
hour, the darkest of his life, and to fill the place of that
mother who, had she been alive, would have blessed him in
his unhappiness. In that resolve she had no care for the
opinion of the world. It was enough to know that the world
had turned from /%im and that he was hopeless and friend-
less. There was no bond to hold her away from him now.
She was free to go to him now and pray for him,

She spoke to the maid, standing behind her chair.
“Where is Lady Eden ?”

“Lady Eden is in her room, ma’am.”

“Very well, Susan. You can go now. When I need
you I will ring for you. You need not come until you
hear the bell. Is that gentleman still below ?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Then take this note to him.” She wrote a few lines
hastily and gave them to the maid—a simple announce-
ment to Blacker that he need not wait for her and that she
would follow him directly.

When Susan had departed with this message, Mrs, Arn-
cliffe went to the landing and stood for a moment listening
near the door of her room. When she heard the front door
close upon Captain Vernon’s messenger and, immediately
thereafter, canght the sound of the footsteps of Susan and
_ the thlm as they sought the servant’l quarters, she re-
turned to her own room.

Throwing a dark hooded cloak over her darker widow’s
weeds, she went once more into the passage, locking the
door of her room behind her. The lamp, hanging from the
ceiling, cast a cheerful radiance over the carpeted floor.
There was no one there to observe her. There was no one
up stairs or down stairs to listen to her. The servants
were in their rooms and her maid would not come to her
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antil she should hear the ringing of the bell. She had ne
fear that any of the household of Framleigh, on this cold
night, would be wandering through the lonely house. This,
then, was her opportunity to go forth, alone and unsus-
pected, to the side of the man who had asked her to come
to him in his sore trial—to go to him, and learn the truth
from him, and to pray for him as his mother would have
prayed.

Standing at the head of the stairway she listens. Lady
Eden, her companion in these melancholy days, is in her
room. Below, in the parlor, with that tremendous pres-
ence of death about them, sit my Lord and another special
friend of Mr. Arncliffe’s, staring into the fire, judging the
dead man as Society had judged him, and watching for that
possible resurrection which shall never come. She goes
down the stairway, her footfall muffled in the carpet. . In
the great hall she looks about her. Another lamp throws
its tinted light through crimson glasses upon the portals of
the giant door and on the cumshioned chairs with gothic
backs whereon the Stately Martyr and the Gorgeous Vie-
tim are wont to loll, awaiting the calls of Society. But
she does not pass these. She has no thought of opening
. the front door with the chances of detection which may
come with the loud resounding echoes in its closing. Turn-
ing at the foot of the stairway, she follows the course of
the hall in the opposite direction until she reaches a small
door which leads, by winding stairs, into the yard. This
door she opens quietly, and then goes down, to find herself
outside of the house, and with the cold wind blowing upon
her cheeks and chilling her through the heavy cloak.

Down the avenue, on the gravelled road and through
the side gate near the lodge, she walks. The gate-keeper
hears no intimation of her departure as she lifts the Jatgh
and steps into the high-road which leads to Alderley. The
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dreary wind blows upon ber and tosses the hood from her
face; the hard road bruises her feet, unaccustomed to other
walks than those which lead from her chamber to the par--
lors of Framleigh; the darknees terrifies her with its im-
penetrable gloom. Baut still she progresses rapidly with no
thought of retracing her steps. .

A tarn in the road brings to her sight the distant lights
of Alderley. Once there, she thinks she will have no diffi-
culty in finding the house she seeks. Any person on the
street can direct her to No. 40 Balfour-street.

Hastening, almost at a run, she hears the town-clock
ringing out the hour. Eight o’clock. She must make
haste or it may, even then, be too late. Those in whose
charge he is may become impatient, and she may not see
him this night. And she feels that, come what may, she
must speak with him to-night—must hear from his lips that
he is innocent of her husband’s blood.

The fields that lay on the outskirts of the town are
crossed, and she has passed under the first of a long row of
lamps which stretch in file before her. The half-dozen
loiterers whom she meets before entering Balfour-street
look wonderingly at the youthful figure, wrapped in the
cloak and with the face concealed by the hood drawn over
it, as it passes them rapidly, now in the light of the lamps,
now in the shadow of the overhanging houses.

As she approaches Balfour-street, she sees, with a dread-
ful feeling upon her, that all wayfarers whom she meets are
going in the same direction as she. Before her and behind
her they hasten on, and she feels, with a sickness of heart,
that they are all dwelllng upon one subject, and that this
subject is: Captain Vernon and the revelations that this
day has brought with it.

,She is in Balfour-street now. Groups stand at the cor-
ners speaking in whispers, or listening earnestly as some _
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one of them narrates that which seems to appal all whilst
listening to him. And still the theme upon all tongues is:
Captain Vernon and the tragedy at the Baron’s Grave.

She understands plainly enough that the whole town is
aware of what has transpired. She sees that men are
gathering with an eager haste about the house which holds
Aim, in the hands of the law and with a terrible charge
hanging over him.

Two men are walking in front of her. She hears one say
to the other, “ He lives where you see the crowd standing.
There’s nothing, Bill, like the London detective, after all I
She brushes past them with a low moan, and stands at last
before the house.

The crowd stood around, some talking and some listen-
ing. A portion of it was on the opposite side of the street,
gathered near the door of Mr. Creech’s shop, and those who
composed it were seeking to look into the room in which
‘the light was burning, and in which it was understood that
Captain Vernon was. Shrinking from the rough contact
of those who barred her passage, Mrs. Arncliffe made her

“way to the front door. Two men were standing there and
guarding the entrance. One of them she had never seen
before ; the other was Blacker. '

The old man was awaiting her; but he did not recognize
her as she stood before him. ‘

¢Is it too late P’ she whispered hurriedly. “Have they
taken him away yet ?”

Her hood had fallen back and had left a portion of her
face exposed. It needed no second glance to convince the
old man who it was who had addressed him. The sound
of her voice was too dear to him for him ever to forget it.
Opening the door quickly, he drew her in, out of the view
of the staring crowd, and closed it after him. There was a
look of anguish in his eye and a tremulous utterance in his

~ voice as he spoke to her
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“Oh, Mrs. Arncliffe, I never supposed that you would
have come thus, on foot and alone! I thought you would
have come in your carriage, or I would have waited to ao-
company you !”

“No, no! I wished no one at Framleigh to know that I
had left the house, and that is why I have walked. Oh,
8ir, tell me! is he guilty, is he unhappy ?”

“ He was present when Mr. Arncliffe was killed ; but he
is innocent of his death,” returned the old man solemnly.

“Innocent !” she repeated, thankfully.

“Do you feel strong enough to see him now ?” the old
man said after a little while. “He has made inquiries for
yo“.”

“Yes, I will see him now,” she returned. “I will see
him now before it is too late.” And then they went up
the stairs together, she leaning upon the old man’s arm.

A candle, burning dimly upon a table in the passage
above, served to light the way to the door of Captain Ver-
non’s room. Standing before it, with Mrs. Arncliffe beside
him, Blacker knocked upon it gently and waited.

In the next moment it opened and Captain Vernon ap-
peared upon the threshold, with the paleness intensified
upon his face and with a shadow as of death resting upon it.

“ Has she come?” he said eagerly to the old man. The
opened door concealed Mrs. Arncliffe from his view, and
he could not see her in the feeble, struggling light.
Blacker did not answer his question in words, but he drew
Mrs. Arncliffe toward him until she was exposed to Cap-
tain Vernon’s gaze. Then he walked away quietly, leav-
ing them together.

When the old man had gone, Mrs. Arncliffe looked up
into Captain Vernon’s face and spoke to him.

“Through the darkness of night, and alone, I have come
to you, Captain Vernon. I have left that which should be
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my only care, to come to you. Now what have you to
tell me ?”

He gazed at her with the old tenderness which she
alone could invoke, and the fixed, lost stare left his eye for
a moment as he took her cold hand in his and spoke.

"% know how little deserving I am,” he murmured. “I
know how I have wronged you. Bat if, in this moment,
forgetting the past, you would be only a sister to me; if
you would but call me ¢ Arthur’! My name, like my life,
has been a false one, I am no longer Horace Vernon. I
am Arthur—”

Her strength was failing her and he put his arm about
her to support her. ¢ Come into this room, Mrs. Arncliffe,”
he said. “ Come and sit by the fire and listen to me for-
givingly while I make a confession to you.” 2

‘Weak as she was, she stood away from him and held to
the door for support. ‘ Captain Vernon,” she said, “unless
you swear to me by the memory of your dead mother that
you are guiltless of my husband’s death—that you did not
kill him, I cannot speak with you.”

“Then, Mrs. Arncliffe, I swear to you by the memory of
my mother that your husband’s death was an accident.
There is one now-before the coroner who is testifying to
my unfortunate participation in that calamity. You shall
know the truth shortly, Mrs. Arncliffe.”

He spoke solemnly, and as she looked upon his pallid
face she felt that her love for him was stronger than it had
ever been before. Stronger, perchance, for the great bar-
rier that separated them now! Stronger, because he had
none, in this moment, to care for him! Driven to the wall
by the power of the law, with the hands of all men against
him, should she, too, abandon him! No. Not until that
law had done its worst, would she, believing him innocent,
desert him !
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“ ] believe you to be guiltless of my husband’s death,”
ehe said. “I will go with you now and listen to yow.”
He took her yielding hand in his, and then they went into
the room.

Sitting before the fire in the chair which he had so often.
ocoupied ; looking, as he had so often done, upon the por-
trait above the mantelpiece; she waited until he should
speak and commence that confession which should be a

" reparation for what he had done to her injury.

“ Bertha,” he commenced, —your ‘anger will not fall
upon me if I call you by that name in this hour ?”

“Jam to be a sister to you. Yom mycallmeBertha,
now,” she murmured.

“When you married your late husband,” he went on,
“ did you know the story of your life #”

“I did not know every circumstance connected with
it; but Mr. Arncliffe did. What more can you tell me
of it " _

“ Listen to me patiently for a while. Did you ever hear
the name of Tyrrel mentioned at Mrs. Archibald’s as con-
nected with the history of your family #”

“ Never at my home. I have heard of it of 1ate, when my
adopted mother wrote to me and told me of those things in
my early life of which I had before been ignorant. Why
do you ask if I have ever heard the name of Tyrrel ¥

¢ Because that is my name. Because that name is in-
volved with your early life. Because when I bore that
name I knew you as a little girl. Because, bearing that
name, I wronged you and yours I”

She looked at him eagerly. “ Your name is Tyrrel
she said.

“Yes. The disgunise with which I sought to conceal my
identity—why I sought this concealment you shall know
directly—has been torn from me by e vigs wark. To
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morrow the whole town will be ringing with the news of
the apprehension of the fugitive, Arthur Tyrrel.. I am he!”
‘With something of his old frown struggling for the mas-
tery, with a revival of that old passionate nature which
had seemingly passed away from him, he stared upon her
as if awaiting her answer. That answer came in a passion-
ate burst of tears.

“If you are Arthur Tyrrel you must hsve known my
father! You must know whether he be alive, or not!
If you ever loved me, and you have told me that you
loved me, do not let me die without some knowledge of
him ”

“I will not say now, Bertha, how I have loved you! I
will not say through what hopeless days and nights, since
my return here to Alderley, I have thought of you and
cursed the destiny which has held us apart. I will not say
that I became reckless of my life when I knew that I had
aroused your anger! You see me here, Bertha, with the
toils around me, because I did not care to escape my pur-
suers, knowing that I had wronged you. Ob, Bertha, this
is my expiation! Let my long anguish plead for me, and
forgive me before you go from me—forgive me for the
avowal of that love to you—forgive me that, in the course
of my unhappy, misdirected life, I have been the enemy of
your happiness from your childhood to this hour!”

He rose suddenly and, before she was aware of his pur-
pose, he was kneeling at her feet. In that position of
humnility ; in that visible confession of his abnegation of all
those passions and of all that arrogance that had once
made him dpngcrous,.he went on speaking rapidly.

“When I came here a month ago from Paris, I came
with what may prove a felon’s doom overbanging me, and
with an evil thought in my heart. That evil thought was
directed against you /”

. 10
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“ Against'me "

“Yes. Listen now while I make my confession, and,
when I shall have finished, let me hear you say, ¢ I forgive
you.’ When I came to this place from Paris, I came ‘with
the knowledge of the whole history of your life and of your
father’s existence. In that city, a fugitive from the law
who did not dare to proclaim himself for fear of the watch-
ful detectives, I received the information of your marriage
with Mr. Arncliffe and I resolved to seek you both. From
the time when I left England, ten years ago, to the present -
day, your history, month by month and year by year, has
been known to me. In coming here a month ago, I had
determined, in the belief that Mr. Arncliffe was ignorant
of the truth, to go to you and to say, ¢ You, Mra. Arncliffe,
aid me with your husband, and you, Mr. Arncliffe, assist
me with your influence, or I shall make the world aware
of what I know.” I thought that, in thus speaking, I
would bend Mr. Arncliffe’s proud natare to my purposes
and that he would give me his influence in exchange for
the knowledge that was mine. I thought that, in his pride,
he would do this rather than that his class should know
that the father of the woman whom he had chosen to bear
his name was an obscure man, who had hastened the death
of his wife by his wilfal neglect I”

Mrs. Arncliffe interrupted him through her tears. Mr.
Arncliffe knew the story of my life when he married me.
He knew all that you could have told me.”

“No, he did not know all; but I will come to that pres-
ently. When I went to Framleigh-Place, on the day of
our first meeting, and when I saw you, I loved you. There
was no pride about you, there was no scorn of any human
thing in your manner, there was none of the haughtiness
that I bad thought to find in you, there was only goodness
and gentleness about you, s0d Y loved yau, Bartha I”
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Listening to him, she made no protest against his words.
There were no obligations resting upon her, now, like those
which, the day before, had steeled her heart against him.
She saw him at her feet, in the crowning moment of his
unhappy life, and she felt that she could not add to his
desolation by rebuking him, or strengthen his self-reproach
by word or act of hers. )

“When I saw you,” he went on, “I could trace no like-
ness in you to the little girl with whom my days of child-
hood were passed, in that time, Bertha, before your mother
had left your father’s roof to seek shelter with a stranger.
You cannot remember me as your playfellow in those
days " _

% No, I remember nothing of those days.”

“] was innocent then, Bertha. But when that separs-
tion occurred between your father and your mother, and
when, in the course of time, my father and mother died, I
was left to your father’s charge. I do not know how it
commenced; but as I grew older I discovered that your
father yielded to me. In those days my nature had
changed. The first evidences of passion which had sor-
rowed my poor mother so often had grown into an unruly,
wilfal nature which would not brook control and which
has never left me since. In those days, too, your father,
truly repentant then, I am sure, wrote to your mother im-
ploring her to return to him.”

% And why did not he answer my mother’s letter?”’ she
murmaured.

“Because Z was there to dissusde him. 7, the evil
genius of all with whom I have ever been associated. I
bad a purpose in view, and, in order that that purpose
should be fulfilled, it was necessary that you should not
again return under his control. That purpose was aocom-
plished when you married Mr. Arncliffe. Rven n Yoo
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days, when I was but a youth, I speeulated in your future.
By remaining with Mrs. Archibald, I considered that you
would make a better marriage, in time, than you could sver
make if you should be with your father; and I thought,
even then, that some day, when this world’s fortunes were
in your lap, I would come to you and demand your friendly
offices as a return for the secret of your father’s existemoe.”

‘When Captain Vernon—for so let him be to the end—
had spoken these words, Mre. Arnoliffe said, solemnly, “ Gf
all the wrong acts of your life, Arthur Tyrrel, that was the
worst, for it killed my poor mother.”

“] know that you must hate me, Bertha, and your hate
is more to me than all the harm that could come te ms
through the world's malice, I know that you wilk mever
forgive the wrong that I have done you; but if penitence
can atone for wrong I have atoned for this. I have asked
you to come to me in order that I might make reparation,
before we are parted forever, and I must go or with my
confession. When we heard of your mother’s death, your
father never ceased reproaching himself for having hastened
it. By this time he was thoroughly subject to my will
And so, when he spoke of going to Mrs. Archibald’s and
reclaiming you, I taunted him with his neglect of yeur
mother and said to him that by that desertion he had for-:
feited his right to his daughter. I told him that you kad
been taught to hate him and that he did not deserve a
daughter’s love. As was ususl, I conquered, and so it was
that he never sought you at Mra. Archibald’s.”

“My poor father! He did not, then, remain away from
my mother, or desert me, willingly I

“When I grew up,” Captain Vernon went on, “I bought
8 commission in the army and left England for Calomtta.
I had squandered whatever of fortune my father had lef to
me, until only this o} Bovse remsined;, ‘w <his hooss I
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sohld ‘not ‘part with, for I was born here. Before I left I
todd your father that,if he should hear of my death, he
oould follow his will in the matter of making himself known
. to you; but that, otherwise, he was to wait, either until I

had sanctioned his action, or until I should declare him to
you. He obeyed me in that, as in everything, and it was
during my life in the East that I did that which has since
pisced me under the ban.”

And then in a rapid, wandering story, half self-reproach-
ful -and half directed against society, he confessed to Mrs,
Arncliffe what he had told Mr. Arncliffe at the Baron’s
" s@rave and to which the tobacconist had already testified.
.How the offence, from the consequences of which he had
sought safety in flight, had been forced upon him. How
ke bad managed to escape from Caloutta through the
agency of Monsieur Raphael Saint Elme, and how there-
after he had led 8 dog’s life for weeks in Paris, and how, in
a moment of debauch, Monsieur Raphael had wrung from
him the secret of her parentage. How the foreigner had
beld the knowledge of his escape in constant menace over
him, and bad inflaenced him in doing those things which
Ie would never have done otherwise. How, leading this
wretched life in Paris, constantly in fear of his pursuers,
and constantly with that sease of being hunted down, he
had read of her marrisge with Mr. Arncliffe, and bis old
dream, almost forgotten then, had returned to him, and
how he had made Monsieur Raphael aware of his intention
to return to England and of the reason that caused him to
return. How, returning with the hope of securing Mr.
Arncliffe’s influence in his behalf, he had seen her and had
loved her. How she was the only woman whom he had
ever loved, and the only woman who could have preserved
him from all taint of evih How, in loving her, he had be-
eome penitent- and had forgotten his wrong life in the cue
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thought that he would never dwell apart from her; that he
might be tracked to Alderley and hunted down, but that,
of his own free will, he would never leave her presence
more. How the foreigner had followed him to Alderley,
and had demanded that the agreement should be fulfilled
and that she should be approached on the subject of giving
money for the secret of her life. How they had met and
parted—the foreigner with malice in his heart—and how
Monsieur Raphael had gone back to London, and, in answer
to an advertisement in the Z¥mes offering a reward for the
apprehension of one Arthur Tyrrel, a fugitive, had sought
the authorities and had betrayed him. How, after his de-
parture from Eden Lodge, when he had so wronged her by
declaring his love to her, he had arrived in Alderley and
had left his horse at the stables and, feeling in no humor to
git alone in his room, had walked out to look at the house
which was sacred to the memory of her. How, passing the
lodge he had overheard the gate-keeper saying to-a friend,
gitting with him in the lodge, that Mr. Arncliffe had arrived
from London and had gone down to the Baron’s Grave.
How, when he heard that, he determined to seek Mr. Arn-
cliffe and confide to him his history and implore him, for
Christian charity, to use his influence in helping him to re-
gain an honest name by having the indictment against him
withdrawn, and his escape pardoned him, when he should,
a8 he had intended to do, surrender himself for trial. How,
because he was a fugitive, and becausc he had crossed the
threshold of Framleigh, Mr. Arncliffe had reviled him and
had threatened to strike him with his whip, and how, in a
fatal yielding to his passionate nature, he had attempted to
compel Mr. Arncliffe’s attention. How Mr. Ammncliffe’s
horse had taken fright and, in spite of all efforts to restrain
him, had fallen over into the Baron’s Grave. How, turn-
ing to flee from the fatel wpot,be Tad overaken tha for-'
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eigner, who had followed him there, and how he bad seized
him, demanding why he had followed him. How, then,
the foreigner had stabbed him with a knife and bad broken
away from him and, being ignorant of the locality, had
fallen, like Mr. Arncliffe, into the deadly pit. How, then,
be had fled back to the house in Balfour-street, and how
those who had been instructed by Monsieur Raphael had
come upon him, from London, in his old home, and had
placed the aunthorities of Alderley upon his track. How, in
this fulfilment of his destiny, he had had no desire to escape
his doom—the more because he believed that she hated
bim for what he bad done. And how, finally, he had sent
for her to tell her all this, and to hear her say to him that
he was forgiven, and that, in going forth from her never to
see her more, she might, in her goodness, when others de-
serted him, pray for him and bless him, if not-for his own
sake, for the sake of that dead mother of his who was not
there to soothe him in his affliction.

Mrs. Arncliffe was bending over him when he ceased
speaking, and her tears were washing out his evil, in her
heart, and were testifying to her forgiveness. There, in
the solitude of that chamber, alone with him whose story
of misfortune, darkened as it was with wrong against her,
bhad endeared him to her heart, she fought against the con-
fession of her love with a vehement earnestness. Bat for
the memory of that unhoused mortality lying in state in
the drawing-room at Framleigh, and protesting in its sol-
emn stillness against the wrong, she might have yielded ;
but as she had once conquered the impulse she conquered
it again, and when she spoke it was to speak those consol:
ing words that a sister might have spoken.

“ Not alone for your dead mother’s sake will I bless you,
Arthur! Not alone for her sake will I forgive you; but I
accord that forgiveness from my own heart. 1L Wes st
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your hand that caused Mr. Arncliffe’s death, because you
tried to save him. You did not doom me to widowhood
with guilty hand ; and though the world desert you I will
not. And when you tell them what you have told me,
they will acquit you of crime, and you may yet—be
happy.”
. He lifted his head to look at her. For a moment, in
those eyes upturned to hers, she read the love he had
expressed in words, Then he bent his head upon his
knee.

“Too late,” he murmured ; “too late to change what is
to be! I expiate a life of error now, and even your love
could not save me. But could I have known that you
would have forgiven me, wretch that I am, I would have
preserved my worthless life by flight. But I thought that
you, more than all others, would turn against me, and I re-
solved to meet my fate here, where I was born I”

The quiet of the old house was unbroken by movement
of theirs. He, still in that humble, penitent posture, hiding
his face from her ; she, gazing down upon him silently and
with the tears still falling from her eyes, At last, he went
on speaking. He thought of the passing moments. The
men without would call for him soon, a.nd his reparation
was not yet complete.

“ There is one thing else, Bertha,” he sand, ‘“and then I
shall have finished my confession. Let mbe tell you of your
father.”

In her passionate surrender of thought and memory
to the man who was addressing her, she had forgotten
that.

“If you are to tell me of my father,” she said eagerly,
“do not tell me that he is alive and degraded. It were
better to know that he is dead.”

“ He is not dead, Bertha. Teis slive, ook net degraded.

.
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‘X can at least give him to you in return for your forgive-
‘ness, Not, as of old, unworthy of your love; but repent-
ant, and waiting to be received to your arms.”

Even as he spoke, her head drooped upon her bosom and
consciousness left her. Standing upon the threshold of
the first knowledge of her father, she yielded to the weak
“ness that beset her and would bave fallen but for the
~strong arm that supported her. With her head lying upon
his shoulder and her fair hair mingling with the dark
~brown of his; with her face 8o close to him that her meas-
ured breéathing fanned his cheek; with the throbbing of
‘her ‘heart palpable to his sense of feeling; he made no
movement to break her calm repose. He gazed at her
pale face with a yearning intensity of love and drew her
wearer to him.

Then from her lips came a murmuring sound. She
was ‘speaking in her absence of consciousness, and with
‘speech came a betrayal of the secret so long and so faith-
fally kept.

“They shall not take you away from me,” she murmured.
%It is too soon to part from you.” .

Her hand crept up to his shoulder and rested there in a
loving embrace. With a sadden understanding of her
love for him breaking upon his mind, Captain Vernon
‘brashed back “the straying hair from her forehead and
- kissed her. And so, with her arm thrown protectingly
around him as if in that action she would shield him from
his persecutors, and in her unconsciousness of her discov-
€red secret, she lay for a little while upon the breast of him
to whom her love was given.

Oh, strange conjunction ! that had thus opened the door
- for love to eseape! Oh, strange destiny! that had seen
the flowers of passion springiag to blossom upon the verge
-of sgrave !

18+
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When the seconds had passed into minutes, Captain
Vernon lifted Mrs. Arncliffe from her chair and walked to
the door with her unconscious form in his arms. He
_opened the door and there, standing near it, was the old

man whose sorrows were finally to be forgotten in & daugh-
ter’s love and blessings.

Captain Vernon led him in and closed the door after
him. ¢ Blacker,” he said, “I have. not yet told Bertha
that you are her father. She fainted, as you see her here,
just as I was about to tell her of you. But she knows
that her father is alive and waiting to make himself known.
‘When you leave this room with her you must inform her
of the truth.”

“ Will she forgive me, Arthur ?”

“Yes, yes. She is all forgiveness. She is all goodnessa.

"She has forgiven even me, Blacker. Go now and tell
Masters that I shall be ready for him in a half-hour. I
have that time left me yet by our agreement. In that
time I must make my last preparations before leaving this
house. Blacker, I feel more cheerful than I have felt for a
month. I am innocent, and something tells me that the °
man who followed me and Monsieur Raphael will clear me
from the suspicion of murder. If it should be so, I will
acoept the good as I would have accepted the ill. I would
then have a purpose in life—oh, so noble, so good, so
peace-giving a purpose! I shall meet my enemies with a
light heart. But I am detaining you here. Tell Masters
to come when the half-hour is over and call me.”

There was a cheerful alacrity in his tone that struck the
old man pleasantly. He had not spoken so cheerfully since

~ his return to Alderley.

“I think your innocence will be vmdxcated, Arthar.
Your friends can secure your pardon for the other offence,”
returned the old man. And then, with a wistful look at




THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET. 871

his daughter, he left the room on his mission to the de-
tective, .

‘When the door closed upon him, Captain Vernon, hold-
ing Mrs. Arncliffe in his strong embrace, murmured, “ Ber-
tha, you must leave me now. Best beloved, we must -
part.” But no answer came from her. The pallor was still
upon her face and she breathed faintly through her parted
lipa. Again he kissed her and drew her to him more
closely. Unconscious of the separation between them she
‘lay in a trance until the door opened and the old man ap-
peared with the answer to Captain Vernon’s message.

““ Bertha has not yet recovered; but it is better so,” said
Captain Vernon, consigning her to her father's arms.
¢ What did Masters say ?”’

“He said that you could have the half-hour, Arthur.”

“Tell him that I thauk him.” . And then, with a last ' .k
at the calm face resting upon the old man’s shoulder.’ , laid
his hand lightly upon her forehead, and added, " .slacker,
when I go from you—to whatever fate'it ms; prove—re-
member only the good that may be in my nature. Forget
my iniquities and think of me as a rer.orseful, unhappy .
man. Above all things be kind to pos. Bertha, and—God
bless you and her, Blacker.”

In the next instant he had cl-wed the door and the old
man was bearing Mrs. Arncliffs to the guest’s chamber,
where, in the pauses of her ministrations, Mary Agoes,
amid her tears, became aware of who was the Beauty whom
Captain Vernon had kissed to life and to whom his love
was given.



k2

8712 THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STRERT.

CHAPTER XXIX.

CAPTAIN VERNON PASSES UNDER THE LION’S HEAD, AND
THE HOUSE IN BALFOUR-STREET BECOMES TENANTLESS.

IN the halfhour allotted to Captain Vernon a strange
stillmess fell upon the house in Balfour-street. The de-
tective sat before the fire in Blacker’s room waiting for the
time that had been granted Captain Vernon to elapse—
waiting until the clock should ring the hour of ten, and
speaking in low tones of him and his probable future.
In the guest’s chamber the old man sat beside the bed that
held the form of Mrs. Arncliffe, still dead to the parting
that had occurred between her and Captain Vernon—dead,
in the counterfeit death that had come to her, to the words
of her father, holdmg her hand in lm and weeping by her
pillow.

In the street in front of the old house, the crowd, aug-
mented now to hundreds, swayed and jostled at each new
accession to its numbers. There was talking, but not in a
loud tone, around the front door and under the lion’s head.
‘Watts, the policeman, elevated into an object of respectfal
attention as being the repository of the dread secret within,
was at a loss to answer one-half the questions put to him.
The rapid writers were there and the foreign looking gen-
tlemen were there, and they were pressing close up to the
door, and pleading, in virtue of their office, to be admitted.
But Watts, careful of the injunctions of Masters to “keep
the gangway clear below,” was obdurate in his refusal to
admit any one—not even the rapid Wrers wnd. N tovdgn
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lobimg igéntlemen; - and s0 the crowd stood aréund, now
‘pressing forward, now falling ‘back at the menace of the
policeman’s truncheon, and all the time staring, over each
othier’s shoulders, with open months and eyes agape, at the
dusty door and at the watchful guardian who stood near it
deaf to all entreaties'and remorseless in his unbendiug re-
fusal to open it.
Across the way, the Mandarin in front of the tobaceo-
‘ nist’s door was crowned with'a small boy who had been
raided to that elevation by the combined strength of several
anxions inquirers, who were stinding below and looking up
at him and hsking him if he could see into the old house,
and, if so, what could ke sée? To this qaestion the boy
atswered ‘that he thought be could see something. On in-
quiry, it appeared that what he‘saw looked like a man’s
face. On further inquiry, it appeared that it looked like
a man’s face, but the hair on the héad looked ke a woman’s
‘hair. Then it was shrewdly sarmised (by those below) that
what the boy, sitting astride of the Mandarin, saw, was the
face ‘of the cloaked womsan who had entered the old house
“an hour before, which woman, it appeared, from- popular
‘rumor ﬂouﬁng around, was the wife, or the -mother, or the
‘sister, or a female acquhintance—rumor was not oertain
which—of the unh#ippy man within. :
Then the current of opinion was changed by the boy’s
remarking (with his neck stretched and his legs clinging
convulsively to the shoulders of the Mandarin for sapport)
that he didn’t believe that what he saw was a man’s fhce
or a woman’s face, but that, if e cotld onlyget a little
higher, he could tell what'it was, Then why didn’t he get
a little higher? " Or, if Ae couldn’t get any higher, why
didn’t he come down and let somebody get tip there who
obuld ? came in the shipe of a protest'from the crowd.
Then there came an adjuration to thote bew \from e
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boy) to hold on, will you? for he had & good sight of the
thing—whatever it was—now. And finally it _appeared
that what the boy saw was neither a man nor s woman,
but something that might stand for a woman—a piéturo
above the mantelpiece.

Thus, to the waiting crewd without, passed half the time
that Captain Vernon had asked for. It was already (as
appeared by the policeman’s watch) a quarter to ten o’clock.
How stood it with those within the old house ?

Matters were not mueh changed from the condition in
which they bad been when Captain Vernon had closed the

.door. In Blacker’s room the detective still sat with his
compauion and they still spoke of Captain Vernon’s case,
and both agreed that appearances set dead against him.
In the guest’s chamber there was whispering, too. There
was 8 low murmur of voioces, and passionate weeping, as
Mis. Arnoliffe, recovered now and made aware of her rela-
tionship to the old man, told her father of her love for Cap-
tain Vernon and-how, in that dark moment, she loved him
stil. There was a mingling of tears as the old man spoke to
her, in return, of how he had suffered in the long years that -
had intervened since that day when her mother—his wife
whom he had sworn to love and cherish—had fled from him.

- And in that moment, with his head pillowed upon her bo-
som, he rejoiced that God had spared him and her to witness
this meeting, wherein the atonement was made in tears

" and the forgiveness that he had yearned for was accorded

- him,

But above all that dwelt on their tongues rested the
sense of what had come to the man who had been, for
80 many years, the obstacle to their union. In Mrs. Arn-
cliffe’s mind dwelt an awful despair of what the fature held
in store for him, A greater-despair than had come to her
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when the announcement was made to her that her hus-
band was slowly dying and that she should seek him. -
For, in her great love, she felt that she would rather dio
with him knowing him to be innocent—forgotten as he
would be forgotten, or execrated as he, perchance, would
be execrated—than live to see him go forth to meet his
judgment with all men’s curses upon him.

Ten o’clock! Ringing through the night, slowly, and
with a solemn: peal, came the warning to the expectant
ears that were waiting for it. . The old man, bending down
snd kissing the pale cheek lying wearily upon the pillow,
spoke to his daughter.

¢ Bertha,” he said, “I am going to speak to Arthur and
tell him how happy he has made me in restoring you to me.
I am going to him to tell him to be of good cheer and to
look hopefully upon the future. You had better not see
him now. You had better wait until you feel oalmer,
Bertha.” .

The blue eyes looked tearfully into his. “I will never
be calmer than I am now, father. I will never be happy
again,” she murmured.

“ Will you reinain here, Bertha "

“If you wish it, father—yes. But wben he goes through
the passage, ] must see him pass. I must stand by the
door and see him once more before those men in there take
him away from me. Hereafter, you may tell him what I
have told you to-night. Tell him that my words to him,
through you, were, that much fidelity will deserve much
Tecompense ; that much misfortune should meet with much
compensation, and that in all well-doing he must be earnest
and true and patient.”

In the shadow of that uncertain light she saw him pass
Trom his door to the head of‘the stairs. Behind him walked
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the detective aud his comrade; by his side, her father.
For a moment the strong step faltered, the iron mature
saelted, the fearless eye drooped as he stood at the head of
the stairway and glanced at the venerable walls which had
‘sheltered his meother and within which he had played as a
sinless child. Giving every sense to the ohservance of him,
she caught his parting worda.

“The house, Blacker, in which I was born! And to
leave it as I am leaving it now !

But es his eye fell upon her, standing in the doorway,
with her finger pointed upward, the bitter passionate mood
passed from his face and he bent his head in reverence.
“For inher unspoken exhortation he read the story of his
life's mistake. And even.in that moment a loud cheer
from the stréet below, wal tdc 'atterances of clamorous
voices mingling in utison, proclaimed the arrival of the
_tidihgs that the man whom all had suspected was innocent.
For an instant, taking in its meaning, he held his hand to
-his forthedd and'fixed his:gase apon the face of the woman
who had taught his-hardened heart patience and humility;
and then he went down the stairway to pass, under the
lion’s head, from the darkness and decay of the old house,
into the bustle and stir of the lighted street, on his way to
éxpiation.

And, as he had-gone out of the darkness of the house in
Balfour-street, so from that day forth did he go out of the
‘darkness of his old, doabting life. A man in whose behalf
'many generous 'hands were outstretched to succor; upon
whose ear, given at Inst to heed them, the words of sympa-
thy and good cheer fell not barrenly and not without noble
froitage; the law which.-he had once reviled, and from

"which he had fled in wrath aad'with hatred of his kind, gave
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him back to the world untainted by the stigma of crime.
And when, finally, an altered man and a man of excellent
repute among his fellows—having proven himself earnest
and true and patient in well-doing—he sought, after many
years, the recompense for his fidelity and the compensation
for his misfortunes, these were given to him in the hour
when Bertha became his wife. .

THE EXD,
























